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Radio Threat 


“Dap, why did you want us here for a meeting 
tonight?” asked blond, seventeen-year-old Joe Hardy. 

“Ts it about one of your new cases?” The speaker 
was Joe’s tall, dark-haired, eighteen-year-old brother, 
Frank. 

“Yes. I want you five boys to hear a radio report 
from Sam Radley,” Fenton Hardy replied. “Frank, 
warm up the two-way short-wave radio.” The tall, 
well-built private investigator glanced at his watch, 
“It’s almost nine. Sam will be broadcasting any 
second.” 

The other boys in the room were the Hardys’ pals— 
stout, easygoing Chet Morton, lanky Biff Hooper, and 
bright-eyed Tony Prito. The boys exchanged excited 
glance.s A message from Radley, Mr Hardy’s partner, 
meant mystery! 

Just then a crackling sound came from the radio 
receiver and a voice spoke over the air waves: “Radley 
reporting. Investigation proceeding as planned. Latest 
episode is stolen float plane. Owned by guest...” 
Suddenly the voice faded. 

“The signal’s being jammed!” Mr Hardy exclaimed, 
grasping the tuning knob and trying to clear the 
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jumble of static. “Someone else must be using our wave 
length.” 

‘As suddenly as it had started, the crackling disap- 
peared. Then a strange, deep voice said: 

“Stay away, Hardy!” 

“That’s not Sam!” Joe exclaimed, and the others 
stared in astonishment. 

“<S-s-sh!” Frank leaped up and bent over the set. 

The new voice continued: “Hardy, stay away! Youll 
never get out of the Northwest Territories alive!” 

The intruder became silent, There was only shrill 
static. 

“For Pete’s sake! I wonder who that was?” muttered 
Chet. 

Mr Hardy again adjusted the controls. The static 
cleared, and the familiar voice came on: “Radley 
signing off” 

“Wait!” Mr Hardy commanded. ‘‘Couldn’t catch 
the last part of your message. Repeat.” 

“Can you hear me now?” 

“Yes.” 

Radley went on, “Yesterday a float plane was stolen 
in front of a lodge near Yellowknife. Single 
engine, colour brown. I will advise progress. Over and 
out.” 

“Another theft and a threat,” Mr Hardy said in a 
grim tone, as he leaned forward and snapped off the 
powerful short-wave set. 

“What will you do?” Frank asked his father. 

‘As he waited for an answer, the group was startled 
by a sudden loud crash outside. 

“Something’s hit the garage!” Joe cried out. 
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He and Frank dashed from the study and down the 
stairs. Mr Hardy and the other boys followed the 
brothers through the kitchen and on to the rear lawn. 

“Tt’s our short-wave radio antenna!” Frank shouted, 
pointing to a high pole near the garage. From it 
dangled part of the Hardys’ three-element-beam 
antenna over which the detective sent long-distance 
messages. The rest lay in a jumbled mass of wreckage 
on the ground. 

“What made it fall?” Biff asked in amazement. 

“Look!” Joe cried, bending down. “This was no 
accident!” He held up a twisted strand of rope, one end 
of which was tied around a metal support. 

“Why would anyone want to pull an aerial off the 
pole?” Tony said, frowning. 

“That’s what I want to know,” declared Mr Hardy. 
“Get torches and start a search for the vandals. I’ll call 
Chief Collig!” 

Joe went into the house with his father, found three 
torches in a hall cupboard, and rushed outside. The boys 
beamed their lights on the pole, and Joe held a magnify- 
ing glass, trying to detect fingerprints, but found none. 

“The vandal must have climbed the pole’s spikes to 
rig the rope,” Frank commented. 

“And he wore gloves,” Joe guessed. 

The other boys fanned out over the grounds, hunting 
for signs of the trespasser, but found nothing. There 
‘were not even footprints because the ground was hard 
and dry. 

Just as they turned back towards the house, a police 
car roared up the driveway, its red roof light flash- 
ing, The car stopped and Police Chief Ezra Collig 
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stepped out. The Hardys rushed over to meet him. 

“Have you found out who did this, Fenton?” the 
officer asked. 

“Not a clue.” 

“T’m not surprised,” said the tall, husky chief, who 
had worked closely with Mr Hardy and the boys on 
several cases. ‘There has been some vandalism around 
Bayport lately. This probably is another example of it. 
Some prankster’s idea of fun!” 

Frank and Joe glanced at each other. 

“I’m afraid it has something to do with Dad’s new 
case,” the older boy said. 

“Well, maybe,” the chief replied. “You would know 
better about that than I. Just the same, I’ll be on the 
lookout for vandals.” 

Excitedly speculating on the incident, the brothers 
and their pals were circling the house again, searching 
for clues, when they encountered a tall, angular woman 
coming briskly up the walk. 

“Hello, Aunt Gertrude,” Frank and Joe greeted 
their father’s sister, who made her home with them. 
“Have a good time?” 

“Yes,” she replied. “Our Ladies Guild had an 
excellent jumble sale.” 

She dug into her large handbag and brought out 
two belts with huge silver buckles. “I got these for you 
boys,” Aunt Gertrude told her nephews. 

“Wow!” said Joe. “‘Some present!” 

“Thanks, Auntie!” the brothers said together, and 
Frank added, “Look at those silver buckles! They must 

-be worth a fortune!” He grinned appreciatively. Both 
Frank and Joe loved their aunt, despite the fact that 
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at times her manner was somewhat peppery and her 
comments tart. 

As Chet, Biff, and Tony crowded round to admire 
the belts, Aunt Gertrude noticed Chief Collig coming 
across the lawn with Fenton Hardy. The smile on her 
face changed to a worried frown. 

“Another mystery ?” she asked. 

The boys explained about the antenna. To allay 
their aunt’s fear, they emphasized the fact that Chief 
Collig thought it probably was just a prank. 

Aunt Gertrude was not to be easily reassured. 

“Prank, humph! It’s a bad omen, more likely! I hope 
you'll be careful!” 

“We'll watch our step!” said Frank, patting her 
shoulder, 

All the boys returned to Mr. Hardy’s upstairs study 
and continued talking of the evening’s events. When 
the detective joined them a few minutes later, he looked 
serious. 

“Time for me to give you the full story,” he said. “It 
will concern each of you.” 

The boys’ excitement mounted at Mr Hardy’s words. 

“Sam Radley was broadcasting from Yellowknife, in 
the Canadian Northwest Territories,” Fenton Hardy 
explained, “‘but we can’t communicate now until we 
get that aerial installed. Radley’s investigating a series 
of thefts which have been taking place at hunting and 
fishing lodges in the Great Slave Lake area. Rifles, canoes, 
outboard motors—and now even an aeroplane— 
have been stolen. The owner of the lodges has retained 
me to find the thieves. Since I was tied up on something 
else, he agreed to let my assistant work on it.” The 
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detective paused, then continued, “Radley has been up 
there for some time and—now I think he needs help!” 

“Pl go!” each boy volunteered. 

Mr Hardy smiled at the response. “I'll need only 
two of you for the job. Biff and Tony, you can be on 
your way tomorrow. All expenses paid. If you solve the 
mystery,” he added, “there'll be a bonus!” 

Frank, Joe, and Chet looked puzzled. Why weren’t 
they going along? Mr Hardy smiled, and continued, 
‘Don’t worry, you three, you’re going to Canada too! 
I need your help on another important case!” 

“What's that, Dad?” Frank asked eagerly, his face 
brightening. 

“A few days ago,” Mr Hardy explained, “I had a 
telegram from a Mr Black, who is curator of London 
Museum in England. Because I’d been successful in 
solving a case in Canada a few years ago, I had been 
recommended to Mr Black.” 

“Yes?” Joe prompted. 

“This mystery,” his father went on, “concerns an 
invaluable Viking rune stone that was stolen recently in 
Edmonton, Alberta.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Joe. “‘That’s near the edge of the 
Northwest Territories.” 

“Those old Scandinavian mariners really covered a 
lot of water in their far-flung travels,” said his father, 
“often ranging inland for great distances. The runic 
alphabet was copied from Latin and Greek letters by 
the Teutonic peoples about the third century. They left 
permanent messages on stones, and for many centuries 
afterwards, this stolen one had special significance.”” 

Mr Hardy went on, “It seems a French-Canadian 
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trapper named Pierre Caron found a stone bearing 
Viking symbols near the shore of Great Slave Lake. 
After revealing his find to the press, he contacted the 
London Museum and the officials there sent an expert 
on runic symbols, Peter Baker-Jones, to Edmonton to 
buy the stone for the museum collection, The thieves 
probably read all about it in the newspapers, A few 
minutes after Mr Baker-Jones had paid Caron, both 
men were attacked and robbed. Baker-Jones lost the 
rune stone, and Caron, his money.” 

“What about the Edmonton police?” Chet asked. 
“Are they working on the case?” 

“Yes, But despite their efforts and all the help they 
have had from Caron, they haven’t been able to come 
up with a clue. Baker-Jonesis still in a coma.” 

“Did the telegram say anything else?” Frank asked. 

“That's all, Frank. I put through a transatlantic call 
to Mr Black in London and suggested that the stone 
probably was already in a museum in Cairo—or some 
other faraway world capital. But the curator didn’t 
think so because, just before Baker-Jones lost conscious- 
ness, he told a doctor that the rune stone symbols 
contained directions to a Viking treasure hidden in the 
area.” 

“And Mr Black thought the thieves would stay 
around there to look for it?” Frank asked. 

“Right!” his father said, smiling. 

Great!” exclaimed Joe, leaping to his feet. ‘‘Then 
we're on the Viking rune stone case?” 

“Right again,” replied the detective. 

The five boys began talking excitedly about the 
two mysteries. Finally Biff said, “Tony and I had 
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better take off—we have a lot to do to get ready.” 

“Good idea,” Mr Hardy agreed. 

Frank, Joe, and Chet hurried downstairs with the 
two boys. 

“Let’s cut through the backyard and over the hedge,” 
Tony suggested to Biff as they went outside. 

“Sure thing. It’s the fastest way home.” 

The Hardys and Chet waved goodbye to their 
friends, who hurried off across the yard. The three boys 
had just turned to go into the house when suddenly they 
heard a shout. 

“Help! Help!” 

“It’s Biff!” Frank cried out. “‘Come on, fellows!” 


aeIa 
A Mysterious Label 


Frank, Joe and Chet leaped down the back door steps 
and dashed to the rear hedge. Both Hardys vaulted it 
in one fluid motion, while their stout friend pushed his 
way through. 

“Wow!” said Frank. Biff and Tony were kneeling 
over the motionless form of aman. 

Joe pulled a small torch from his pocket and beamed 
it on the victim. He was a brown-haired man of 
miedium height. ‘Never saw him before,” he said, 
studying the man’s pale face with its pinched features. 
“And say! He’s wearing gloves!” 

“Guess he’s the pole climber, all right,” Frank said. 

Noting that the unconscious stranger had a deep gash 
in his head, Frank whipped out his handkerchief and 
placed it on the bleeding wound. 

“Do you suppose the antenna fell on his head?” Joe 
asked. “He might be the guy who pulled it down. 
Started escaping but couldn’t make it.” 

“Anyway, he’s hurt,” Frank declared. “‘Let’s get 
him to the hospital right away.” 

‘Joe and Chet went to phone for an ambulance, then 
call Chief Collig and give him a report. 

A few minutes later Mr Hardy hurried outside with 
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the two boys to look at the victim. He said that the 
injured man was unknown to him also. 

Chet told Frank that an ambulance was on its way. 
“Chief Collig will meet you at Bayport Hospital,” he 
said. 

Mr Hardy said he had to go out on a case, so he 
could not accompany the boys. 

When the ambulance arrived, a doctor hopped out 
and ran to the scene. He quickly examined the un- 
conscious man, then the patient was placed on a 
stretcher and carried to the ambulance. Frank and Joe 
received permission to ride with the stranger. Tony, 
Biff, and Chet said goodbye. 

With siren wailing, the ambulance roared through 
the town of Bayport. In the back, Frank, Joe, and the 
serious young doctor sat with the patient. A search of 
the man’s pockets produced nothing that would 
identify him. No wallet, no business card! 

As the driver turned the ambulance into the hospital 
driveway leading to the emergency ramp, the injured 
man stirred, Frank leaned over. Can you tell us your 
name?” he asked. 

“J-J-John Kelly,” the pale, thin stranger said in a 
weak voice. 

“How were you hurt, Mr Kelly?” Frank queried, as 
the ambulance came to a halt. 

‘The man grimaced and shook his head. There was 
no time for further questioning. Two hospital porters 
pulled open the back doors and lifted out the stretcher. 
They carried it into the emergency treatment room, 
where nurses were waiting for the patient. 

Frank and Joe hurried to the reception hall, where 
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they found Chief Collig pacing the floor impatiently. 
He and a police officer rushed up to the Hardys. 

“So you found a man you think might have been the 
trespasser,” the chief said. ‘Whois he?” 

Frank reported the man’s name, and the fact that he 
would say no more. The officer scowled. 

“Let's go.” 

He started down the corridor towards the admissions 
desk. Here he showed his identification and introduced 
the Hardys. After a twenty-minute wait a pleasant, 
efficient sister led the callers to a ground-floor, four-bed 
room, where the injured stranger, the only occupant, 
lay in bed. 

“The doctor says it will be all right for you to see 
him,” the sister reported and left the room. 

Chief Collig looked thoughtful. “John Kelly could 
very well be an alias,” he told the boys. ‘Since there is 
no other means of identification, we must take his 
fingerprints. Want to help me?” 

Frank and Joe were efficient at this task and the 
chief knew it. Frank pressed the sleeping man’s thumb 
and first finger against the edge of a clean water glass. 
Then the young officer hurried off with the tumbler 
to check the fingerprint files at headquarters. 

Chief Collig and the Hardys returned to the ad- 
missions desk to examine Kelly’s clothing. The laundry 
marks and labels in the nondescript tweed jacket and 
well-worn grey slacks indicated they had been pur- 
chased in Bayport. 

“Nothing unusual about his clothes,” said Frank, 
disappointed. “It doesn’t tell us anything more about 

_ him. . . except that he appears to be poor.” 
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“The outfit certainly didn’t fit him very well,” Joe 
added. ‘He probably hasn’t eaten much lately.” 

The chief and the boys thanked the sister for her 
help, then left the hospital and walked to the waiting 
police car outside. 

“Maybe the fingerprints will be on record,” Joe said 
hopefully, as they drove to headquarters. 

But when they arrived, the lieutenant greeted Chief 
Collig with the news that there were no fingerprints 
matching Kelly’s in the police file. A quick teletype 
check with the FBI had also been fruitless. 

“A blank wall, all right,” Joe observed in disgust. 
“But he sure looks guilty.” 

“We'll keep on the alert for other clues,” Frank 
declared. 

Chief Collig promised that he in turn would circulate 
a description of Kelly and let the boys know if he 
learned anything. They said goodbye and were driyen 
home by a policeman. 

The brothers found their petite, pretty mother and 
their Aunt Gertrude waiting for them in the living room. 
‘The women looked worried. 

“T hate to see you two get mixed up in another 
<@angerous mystery—and your father is still out on his 
case.” Mrs Hardy sighed. 

“Yes,” sniffed Aunt Gertrude. “I just know you'll be 
hurt one of these days.” 

Frank and Joe gave both women a hug, and Joe _ 
said, “We're still alive and able to eat.” He grinned — 
and added, “You know we can take care of ourselves.” 


Tt was true. The boys had been involved in many | 
risky adventures since their first case—The Mystery of 
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the Aztec Warrior. Recently they had challenged a 
ruthless band of kidnappers in The Missing Chums. 

Despite the women’s concern for the boys” safety, 
they obviously were interested as the brothers told of 
their visit to the hospital. They, too, thought it was 
significant that there was nothing on the injured man 
giving an address. When Frank mentioned that the 
man’s worn clothing did not fit him, Aunt Gertrude 
looked thoughtful. 

“There was a man at our guild sale today who 
bought some used clothing!” she exclaimed. “He 
didn’t seem like the type we usually have as a cus- 
tomer.” 

Joe broke in eagerly, ‘Can you describe him, Aunt 
Gertrude?” 

“J remember him clearly. He was very pale and thin. 
Acted sort of furtive—he’d look away whenever anyone 
caught his eye. He was well dressed in a black-and- 
white checked sports jacket and grey slacks, but the 
clothes he bought were almost threadbare. I was sure 
they'd be too big.” 

Frank burst out, “That could have been Kelly. He’s 
pale and thin. His clothes were worn and certainly 
didn’t fit him!” 

“Sure!” Joe put in excitedly. “A jumble sale would 
be the perfect place to buy used clothing if someone 
‘wanted to make sure it wouldn’t be traced.” 

“If we could find his ordinary clothes,” said Frank, 
“maybe we'd learn where Kelly comes from.” 

“You can look for that evidence in the morning,” 
their mother announced quietly. “It is late.” 

Admitting that it had been a long day, the brothers 
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said good night and went to bed. They fell sound 
asleep almost instantly. 

At breakfast the next morning Frank and Joe told 
their father of the hospital trip and their suspicions of 
Kelly. The detective frowned. “Td certainly like to 
find out,” he said, “‘what the fellow is up to.” 

Just then a cheerful whistle sounded from the front 
lawn, and a moment later Biff Hooper and Tony Prito 
appeared in the hall. 

“We're all set,” cried Biff. He waved two plane 
tickets for that afternoon’s flight to Alberta. 

“At Edmonton, the capital of the province,” Biff 
explained, “we'll change for Hay River. There we'll 
pick up a plane going across Great Slave Lake to 
Yellowknife.” 

“That’s where Sam Radley will meet us. Right, Mr 
Hardy?” Tony asked. 

Yes, I'll telegram Sam your schedule,” the detective 
replied. “He'll give you the necessary orders when you 
arrive.” 

“Great!” Tony grinned, and Biff added, “We'll do 
our best to carry em out.” 

Both boys thanked Mr Hardy for the chance to work 
ona.case and said goodbye. 

“Maybe we'll all get together on these two mys- 
teries,” Joe said to his brother as Biff’s car pulled away. 

“Could be,” Frank replied, “but in the meantime 
let’s look for Kelly’s discarded clothing. He may have 
put them in a rubbish bin.” 

“Right, First place to hunt is the Bayport dump,” 
Joe suggested, ‘All the town refuse was collected 
yesterday.” 
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The brothers ran out to the garage and climbed into 
their newly polished yellow convertible. Frank drove 
along River Road to the edge of Bayport, where the 
city dump was located. 

As they neared the surrounding fence, the boys could 
see smoke from the smouldering refuse piles. The 
Hardys stopped at the main gate, and Joe asked the 


__ seated attendant, who was reading a newspaper, where 


the trash collected the previous day had been dumped. 

Pointing to a section of the huge yard, the man said, 
“Over there!” then returned to his reading. 

The boys left their car near the entrance and picked 
their way across the accumulation of cans, paper, and 
ashes to the corner area. 

“Whew!” Joe looked at the huge pile of trash. 
“What a job!” 

The two young detectives separated and started their 
search at opposite edges of the mountain of refuse. They 
worked their way towards the centre of the heap, When 
they met there, neither boy had found a clue. 

Joe looked glum. ‘Guess we're just out of luck,” he 
said, kicking an old box. 

His brother was about to agree, when the box 
turned over and out fell a rolled-up pair of grey slacks. 
Both boys grabbed for the box and Frank pulled out 
a black-and-white checked sports jacket. 

“Wa-hoo!” Frank exulted, holding up the jacket and 
turning it inside out. “Look at this label—Toronto, 
Canada!” 

“The slacks are from Quebec,” Joe said, looking 
puzzled. ‘Do you think Kelly is from Canada?” 

“He could be,” Frank answered, greatly excited. 
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“Between the ruined aerial and this evidence Pd 
certainly say Kelly has something to do with Dad’s case 


‘The discussion was suddenly interrupted by a 
piercing zoing-g-g as a rifle bullet whined past them 
into the dump pile! 

“Down!” cried Frank. Both boys dived to their 
stomachs behind a dusty mound of ashes. They lay 
still, their hearts pounding. Who could be shooting at 
them? 

After a few minutes Frank cautiously raised his head. 
Coming across the edge of the dump towards them was 
@ man carrying a rifle. A fat brown beagle trotted 
behind him. 

The Hardys leaped to their feet, and Joe started 
forward, his face flushed with anger. Frank grabbed his 
brother’s arm. ‘Just a minute, Joe. I don’t think the 
man was shooting at us deliberately.” 

The man was now running towards the brothers. 
“D-did I hit anybody?” he wavered. “I was shooting 
rats and—and I didn’t see you two—honest!” 

Frank and Joc relaxed somewhat. “No,” Frank said 
tersely, “‘you didn’t hit us, But you’d better be more 
careful after this when you're aiming a gun.” 

The relieved rifleman stuttered an apology as the 
Hardys picked up the slacks and jacket and hurried off 
to their car. 

“Let’s go to the hospital right after lunch,” Joe 
urged as they drove away, ‘‘and see Kelly’s reaction to 
this clothing!” | 

After a quick lunch, the boys asked Aunt Gertrude 
to go with them to identify Kelly, and headed for the 
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hospital. When they arrived, it was too early for the 
usual visiting hours, but the sister, knowing of the 
Hardys, led the way to Kelly’s ground-floor room. The 
door was closed. 

As they neared it, Frank said, “Hold the clothes 
behind you, Joe. I'll try to catch him off guard first 
with some questions!” 

‘Joe nodded and turned the knob, pushing the door 
open. The boys and their aunt stared aghast. The 

- hospital room was empty! The sister wheeled and hurried 
down the hall to get help. 

Frank pointed wordlessly to the open window and 

- the brothers darted towards it. 

“There goes Kelly with someone!” exclaimed Frank. 

He pointed to a thin man in a long overcoat, pulled- 
down hat, and sneakers hurrying across the lawn with a 
red-haired companion. They were heading towards a 

"waiting green car. Kelly opened the door and both 
men quickly got in. 

“Come on, Joe! We must catch them!” Frank urged 
as he swung himself out of the window, 


aoe 


Rune Stone Curse 


Joxz jumped out of the hospital window and joined Frank 
‘who by now was sprinting across the grassy lawn after 
the escaped patient. They were too late to capture 
Kelly. The getaway car was already roaring off down 
the tree-lined street. 

“‘Let’s chase them!” Frank cried out. 

He ran up the street to the boys’ convertible and 
jumped behind the wheel. Joe hopped in beside him. 
Frank turned on the ignition, swung the yellow car out 
from the kerb, and raced after the speeding saloon. It 
turned a corner. 

For a while the brothers were afraid the car had 
eluded them, but suddenly they spotted it a few blocks 
ahead. “‘Let’s hope we don’t get any red lights,” Frank 
murmured. 

The chase continued through Bayport and on to the 
main road out of town. Frank pressed the accelerator 
to the floor. Soon they were out in the open country. 
‘The green car was still in sight, 

“We're in luck!” Joe exclaimed, pointing to the left. 

A long freight train was rumbling down the railway 
tracks which crossed the road just ahead. The crossing 
gates were starting to lower, 
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“Now we'll catch Kelly and find out what's goi 
on,” Frank gloated. uf bins 

‘The green saloon was almost at the crossing. Putting 
on an extra burst of speed, the car raced across the 
tracks. It avoided the gates by inches. Seconds later, 
the train roared by. 

“We've missed our chance,” Frank groaned as he 
braked toa stop. 

“There are at least eighty cars!” Joe grumbled 
over the noise of the wheels and the shrill sound of the 
train’s whistle. 

The brothers shifted impatiently in the front seat of 
their car while they watched the train go by— 
clickety-clack, clickety-clack. Finally it passed them and 
the gates were raised. 

Frank started the car again, and drove across the 
tracks, As they expected, the green car was nowhere in 
sight, 

“Those guys have a big lead on us now,” Joe said. 
“But let’s follow, anyway.” 

About five miles farther on, Frank brought his car to 
ahalt. “It’s no use, Joe,” he said quietly, and turned the 
convertible back towards Bayport. ““They could have 
tured off on to any of theseside roads.”” 

“T wonder who Kelly’s pal is?” asked Joe. “Kelly 
‘must have got word to him somehow.” 

“The redheaded man could have come to the 
hospital and roamed around until he found Kelly,” 
Frank suggested. 

“Kelly's leaving that way sure makes him suspect,” 


_ Joe remarked. 


The boys had almost reached the railroad tracks 


“* 
26 ‘THE VIKING SYMBOL MYSTERY 


when Joe, glancing from his window, exclaimed, “Stop! 
There’s the green saloon!” He pointed to a tree-shaded 
culvert running at right angles to the road. 

Instantly Frank stopped the car. The boys leaped 
from the convertible and ran across the macadam road 
for a better look. The car was well hidden by the 
bushes and trees. 

‘A quick glance told the Hardys that the car was 
empty. ‘Kelly and his friend must have jumped on to 
the train,” Frank commented, as he wrote down the 
car’s licence number. “If only we could stop the 
train!” 

“Why not?” asked Joe. “Chief Collig can arrange 
that!” 

The boys ran back to their car and drove on quickly 
until they reached a petrol station, where Frank called 
the police chief. 

“Here’s news for you, Frank,” said Chief Collig. 
“That saloon was stolen this morning.” The chief said 
he would call ahead to the stationmaster at the next 
stop—ten miles ahead—to have the freight train 
delayed until the Hardys could search it. ‘‘Good luck!” 
the official said. 

With Joe taking a tum at the wheel, the yellow 
convertible sped along a narrow dirt road which was a 
shortcut to the next station. 

“Tt’s here!” Frank cried out, 

‘The freight train was slowing to a halt at the small 
platform. It took the Hardys only a moment to explain 
to the stationmaster and the train conductor what they 
wanted. 


“It’s no use looking in the locked cars, they couldn’t 
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get in there,” the conductor said, “but there are some 
empties.” 

Led by the two men, the brothers hurried down the 
tracks, searching the open, empty cars. There were half 
a dozen of them, but none contained the suspects. The 
brothers were very disappointed. 

“Guess you're out of luck, fellows,” said the con- 
ductor, who was about to signal to the driver to move 
the train on. 

“Wait!” Joe called, as he ran round the guards’ van 
check the other side of the freight train. A door of 
one of the supposedly closed cars was open. 

Frank followed and both boys climbed inside. At 
one end of the sawdust-covered floor was a huge pile of 
empty grain sacks. The brothers ran forward eagerly, 
hoping to find their quarry hidden behind them. But 
neither Kelly nor his accomplice was there. Disap- 
pointed, Frank went to the carriage door and hopped 
down. Joe walked over, slowly shaking his head in 
perplexity. 

Suddenly Frank whirled round and called, “Jump, 
Joe! Jump!” 

At the same instant the train gave a forward lurch 
ahead. Joe hurled himself towards the opening and 

_ leaped out just as the heavy sliding door slammed shut 

behind him. 

_ “Wow!” Frank watched the train slowly gather 
speed. ‘Guess the conductor didn’t hear you. The 
‘weight of that door could kill omeone!”* 

“And I was nearly the one!” Joe said wryly and he 
gave a whistle of relief at his narrow escape. 

The boys walked back to their car and started for 
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Bayport. Each was thinking, “Was Kelly ever on the 
train? If so, when did he get off? Or did he flee in 
some other direction after abandoning the stolen 
saloon?” 

When the boys reached home, Frank called police 
headquarters and reported their failure to find Kelly to 
Chief Collig. 

Next, they gave their father a full account of the 
fugitive’s disappearance, and the discovery of the 
clothes from Toronto and Quebec. 

Mr Hardy immediately sent a telegram to the 
Edmonton police with a description of the fugitive and 
stressed the possibility that the man might be wearing a 
bandage on his head. 

Then the detective turned to the boys and smiled. 
“Which makes you all the more eager to start for 
Canada, I'll bet!” 

“Right, Dad!” Frank said, grinning. 

“May we leave tomorrow morning?” Joe asked 
excitedly. 

“Sorry, son,” said Mr Hardy. “You'll need the next 
few days to get ready.” 

“‘ That long ?” Frank looked dismayed. 

His father’s eyes twinkled. ‘Yes. You see, boys, your 
pilot’s licences are for land planes—and you’re going to 
require seaplane ratings for this trip. I want you to 
know how to handle a float plane, if the necessity 
arises.” 

“But Dad, we already know how to fly,” Frank cried 
in protest. 

Mr Hardy smiled. ‘‘And skilfully, too. But take-offs 
and landings are a bit different with a seaplane, since 
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may be rough.” 

“You're right, Dad. I didn’t think of that. When do 
we start?” Joe asked. 

“Jack Wayne said he could begin your training 
tomorrow,” Mr Hardy replied. “You're to meet him 
at the field.” 

Jack was a private pilot whom the detective often 
used on long trips in the Hardy plane. He had taught 
Frank and Joe to fly and had been involved in many of 
their exciting adventures. 

“Qh—oh,” came the voice of Aunt Gertrude from 
the doorway. “More trouble. Now you're talking about 
landing on the water. It sounds very dangerous! Far too 
dangerous, if you ask me.” 

“How about a flight while we try it?” Joe teased. 

“No, thank you. I prefer cooking. I came to tell you 
dinner’s ready.” 

After the meal of juicy, tender roast beef, buttered 
baked potatoes, fresh asparagus, and chocolate cake, 
the boys excused themselves to study the Canadian 
map in their atlas. Just as they turned to the proper 
page, a rattle of metal and a short beep from the street 
made the boys smile. ‘“Chet’s jalopy,” Joe said with a 

laugh. 

A minute later their chubby friend walked into the 
living room. “‘Hi, fellows!” 

“You look worried,” Frank said. “Is something the 
matter?” 

Chet shook his head. “I'd love to go to Canada with 

you, but I think I'll change my mind.” 

“What!” the brothers chorused. “‘Why?” 
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‘Their chunky friend rolled his eyes dramatically. 
“Pye been reading up on rune stones, and boy oh boy, 
are they unlucky!” 

“Unlucky?” Joe echoed. 

“Yes, sir,” said Chett. “‘And the Horkel stone, which 
is the most evil of them all”—he paused for emphasis— 
“was found right near where you're going!” 


ae 


Dangerous Solo 


“‘An evil stone!” Joe broke into a wide grin. “You don’t 
really believe all those superstitious legends, do you, 
Chet?” he asked. 

“‘Well—I’m not sure—but I don’t believe in taking 
chances.” 

“You can say that again,” Joe teased. 

“Tell us about this Horkel stone,” Frank encouraged 
Chet. “It sounds interesting.” 

“Yes, I'd like to hear the story, too,” said Mr 
Hardy, who had just walked into the room. 

Ghet’s worried look disappeared, and, obviously 
enjoying himself, he began. ‘Well, I asked Miss 
Shannon at the library for some information, and she 
lent me a terrific book about the Vikings and their rune 
tablets. The word ‘rune,’ by the way,” Chet added 
importantly, “meant ‘secret’ in the Anglo-Saxon 


“How about the Horkel stone?” Joe questioned. 
“Oh, that one was named after a Danish Viking 
called Horkel who settled in Greenland with the 
expedition of Lief the Lucky.” Chet warmed to his 
" story. “The stone had been cursed centuries before by 
a Saxon priest when one of Horkel’s ancestors stole it 
3 
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from him. Its evil history was so well known that Lief 
made Horkel and his followers go in a different ship, 
and even settle farther up the fiord than any of the other 
families. 

“Then”—Chet’s voice grew louder with enthusiasm 
—Lief and his men left Greenland, but they didn’t 
take Horkel’s group along. Nobody ever saw the stone 


“But—” Joe tried to break in. 

“Until,” Chet continued, “a few years ago an 
Indian found a tablet bearing strange characters near 
the base of Alexandra Falls, on Hay River, up in the 
Northwest Territories. The characters were thought to 
be runic, and they were translated. There’s been a lot 
of disagreement over whether or not the stone is 
authentic, but one thing’s sure—it has brought terrible 
misfortune to all the people who owned it.” 

“Like what?” Joe demanded, half fascinated, half 
sceptical. 

“Like mysterious deaths, and fires, and accidents,” 
Chet answered, his eyes wide with excitement. 

“That's a strange story, all right,” put in Mr Hardy, 
leaning forward in his chair. “Even without jinxed 
stones, that area is dangerous.” 

“What do you mean, Dad?” Frank asked. 

“Just south of Great Slave Lake is the famous Wood 
Buffalo National Park,” said the detective, “where the 
world’s largest buffalo herd lives in refuge, protected by 
the Canadian government. The wood buffalo is a 
savage, treacherous animal, ready at all times to charge 
like a mad bull. It’s an enormous beast—black and 
shaggy. The park is also the home of the arctic fox, the 
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arctic wolf, and sometimes the dangerous northern 
plains grizzly bear. It’s beautiful country, but un- 
tamed!” 

“Wow!” Joe exclaimed. “‘There’s nothing small up 
there!” 

“Oh, yes, there is,” Mr Hardy went on, “but some- 
times the smallest things are the most dangerous and 
troublesome.” 

“What are they?” asked Chet in surprise. 

“Insects,” Mr Hardy answered. “The bigger animals 
are usually kept under control, but the gnats, mos- 
quitoes, and black flies are a real problem. Even though 
they're small, they can be very vicious, especially the 
black flies. They have been known to kill unprotected 
men and animals by stinging them to death.” 

“Sure must be rugged!” Joe remarked, impressed. 
“We'll have to take mosquito netting along.” 

Chet eyed him suspiciously. “Don’t sound so happy 
about it! You may not be so cheerful when you get 
there!” 

Mr Hardy leaned over the atlas on the table and 
pointed out to the boys exactly where Great Slave Lake 
was in relation to Edmonton. 

With a wink at his brother, Joe said to Chet, ““We’ll 
send you a snapshot of the unlucky rune stone if we 
come across it.” 

For a moment the plump boy’s face was a study of 
conflicting emotions. Then a slow grin spread over his 
features. 

“Okay, fellows, you win!” he declared. “I’m not 
going to be scared out of the trip by any little old stone. 
Count me in!” 
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Mr Hardy and his sons laughed. “That’s the spirit, 
Detective Morton!” The older sleuth cheered him. 
‘They were still grinning when Chet left. 

‘The next morning Frank and Joe started for the 
airport right after an early breakfast, eager to begin 
their float plane lessons. At the field, Jack Wayne 
greeted the boys with a warm handshake and smile. 

“Ready for lesson number one?” he asked with a 


grin. 

“You bet.” 

Jack took them over to the seaplane dock, where a 
sleek, four-seater plane was moored. Here he showed 
the brothers the construction of the pontoons on the 
craft. Next, he explained the function of the water 
rudder, saying it helped steer the plane while taxiing. 

“Let’s take her up,” Jack suggested, ‘‘and you'll see 
the difference between land planes and float planes in 
action.” 

The three climbed inside and the pilot taxied the 
aircraft out over the choppy waters of Barmet Bay. 

“Always watch for floating objects on take-off,” Jack 
cautioned the Hardys. “They're usually the cause of 
accidents.” 

‘The craft planed along the water, throwing a spray 
from either side. When they were in the air, Jack gave 
the controls first to Frank, then to Joe. Both boys found 
the landing and take-off procedures quite different 
from a conventional aeroplane. 

“In take-off,” explained Jack Wayne, ‘you must use 
enough power to get the plane ‘on the step,’ or planing.” 

Frank looked puzzled. “That means,” went on 
Wayne, “that you give it enough speed so the plane is 
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riding on just the very bottom section of the float.” 

“Then it’s planing on top of the water?” asked Joe. 

“Exactly,” agreed the instructor. ‘When you’re on 
the step, all you need is a little back pressure on the 
stick and you're airborne.” 

“Is there ever any trouble?” Joe queried. 

“Not really. If the water is a dead flat calm, it’s 
sometimes difficult to get the plane on the step. The 
surface tension will hold it down.” 

“Then what ?” questioned Frank. 

“Just push the stick to one side very gently, keeping 
your rudder bar in the centre position. This gentle, 
even pressure will lift one float out of the water.” 

“Then pull back on the stick and off you go,” said 
Frank. 

“Right. Now, Frank, I want you to try a couple of 
solo take-off and landings. Joe and I’ll be waiting on 
the dock.” 

Frank grinned in anticipation as Jack landed. After 
Jack Wayne and Joe had stepped out, Frank manned 
the craft alone. He had no trouble taking off, because 
there was enough chop on the bay for him to get up on 
the step easily. 

Frank loved the exhilaration of piloting a plane. His 
first landing went well, and he thrilled at the way the 
Pontoons dropped stern first into the water. 

As Frank took off the second time, he waved his 
wings to Jack and Joe. After circling twice, Frank 
tumed for his second landing. Jack’s instructions went 
through his mind—line up plenty of water, back gently 
on the throttle, lower the water rudder. Finally, centre 
the stick and rudder and let her stall in, 
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As the aircraft slapped into the water, Frank eased 
the throttle ahead a fraction. He was going to keep it up 
on the step and plane across the bay so Joe could have a 
tun. 

The aircraft bounced easily on the step, and as he 
skipped across the water, he felt the tremendous 
sensation of speed. Frank pulled the throttle back to 
cut the power, and pressed the rudder bar to turn the 
aircraft into the wind towards the dock. As the plane 
started to veer, he suddenly remembered Jack’s 
warning: 

“Never try turning into the wind if the aircraft is 
moving at high speed,” Jack had said, 

It was too late! 

Bang! Frank felt the jerk as the starboard wing 
dipped into the water. As he glanced out, the plane’s 
nose dipped into the bay, and his head crashed against 
the dashboard. The water came rushing up at him, 

“Frank crashed!” yelled Joe, staring in horror at the 
overturned float plane. 

“Quick—into my outboard!” Jack urged. He and 
‘Joc ran to a small motorboat tied up nearby. 

In less than a minute the boat was speeding out over 
the bay towards the plane, which lay on its side, one 
wing pointing in the air. 

By the time they reached it, Joe had his shirt and 
shoes off. As Jack throttled down, Joe dived over the 
side and swam underwater to the submerged cock- 
pit. 

Desperately Joe wrenched the door of the aircraft 
open. He groped wildly for the seat belt, which he 
unfastened. Then, bracing his feet against the door- 
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frame, Joe grabbed Frank’s shoulders and pulled him 
free. 


Joe’s lungs were ready to burst as he dragged his 
brother to the surface. When they broke through, Jack 
was leaning over the side of the boat. He reached for 
Frank and hauled him aboard. Joe scrambled up and 
applied artificial respiration while Jack raced the boat 
toshore. 

Suddenly Frank stirred and both rescuers gave a sigh 
of relief. 

“Don’t try that stunt again!” Joe grinned at his 
brother, but inwardly shuddered as he thought of 
Frank’s close call. 

“No fear of that!” Frank grinned back. ‘One crack 
on the noggin’s enough!” 

When they reached shore, Frank insisted he felt well 
enough to drive home. His only injury was a bruise on 
his forehead. “Hope I didn’t put your plane out of 
commission, Jack,” he said. 

“T’m sure the mechanics can fix it up,” Jack replied, 
adding that he would have the craft refloated im- 
mediately. 

Frank smiled wanly at Joe. “I ruined your chance to 
doasolo. Sorry.” 

“Pl get a turn,” Joe said cheerfully. 

The boys returned home and hurried up to their 
room without encountering their mother or aunt. They 
showered and put on dry clothes. 

At the dinner table the boys’ family commented on 
Frank’s darkening bruise. The brothers told of Frank’s 
miscalculation, but made light of the incident. 

Later that evening, while they were studying the 
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maps of the Great Slave Lake area, the phone rang. 
Joe answered and a woman at the other end of the line 
said: 

“This is Miss Shannon at the public library. Chet 
Morton mentioned that you boys are interested in 
Viking rune stones. I was wondering if you took out 
one of our reference books on the subject by mistake.” 

“No, I didn’t,” said Joe. “What book is it?” 

“One of the most valuable in our collection,” Miss 
Shannon replied. ‘Rune Stones and Viking Symbols by 
Peter Baker-Jones.”” 


345 
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Ar the name Peter Baker-Jones, Joe was instantly alert. 
“The man in the Edmonton hospital!” he recalled. 
“The one who bought the rune stone and was knocked 
out.” 

And now a valuable book by Baker-Jones was missing 
from the Bayport Library! 

“Are you still on the line?” Miss Shannon’s voice 
broke into his thoughts. 

“Oh—sorry,” Joe apologized. “Frank and I don’t 
have the book. But I’d like very much to know who 
tookit.” 

“So would we,” the librarian said sadly. ‘Well, I 
thought I’d just ask you about it to make sure.” 

Joe said goodbye and replaced the telephone in its 
stand. He walked slowly back to the living room. 

“What’s up?” Frank asked, seeing the puzzled look 
on his brother’s face. Quickly Joe explained. 

“This means,” Frank said excitedly, “there’s someone 
else here in Bayport who’s interested in the missing rune 
stone! Ifthe book was stolen, that is.” 

“T have a hunch it was,” Joe stated. “Frank, do you 
think Kelly could have had something to do with this 
case’, as well as the one Radley has been working on?” 
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“He certainly could. And the book may be just what 
the thieves need to figure out the runic symbols.” 

Just then the doorbell rang. It was Chet. The 
Hardys told him about Miss Shannon’s call. Chet 
listened carefully, then said, “I looked over the com- 
plete collection of Viking books, and I don’t remember 
seeing that title. The one by Baker-Jones must have 
been taken before I was there.” 

“Which could have been before our aerial was pulled 
down,” Frank said. “By this time the book might be in 
Canada.” 

“Maybe you'll know forsure the day after tomorrow,” 
came Mr Hardy’s voice from the doorway. 

“You mean we'll leave for Edmonton then?” Joe 
asked excitedly. 

“Yes.” The detective said that he had overheard the 
boys’ discussion of the missing book. ‘So I think you 
three had better get started north and see what you can 
learn from Mr Baker-Jones,” the detective concluded 
with a smile. 

“That'll be our first step,” Frank said. 

The boys stayed up talking about their trip and 
speculating on the mysteries until Chet began to yawn. 

“Td better get all the sleep I can now,” Chet 
defended himself, “I probably won’t get a wink up in 
that wilderness.” With that, he left for home, 

The next morning after breakfast Frank and Joe 
drove again to the airport. First they made plane 
reservations for their trip, then met Jack Wayne for 
more float plane lessons. The pilot took them up for 
some aerobatics. 


They stopped for lunch, then returned to the plane. 
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Frank and Joe each made six take-offs and landings. 
By the end of the practice, Jack said they were skilled 
enough to pass the compukory proficiency test which 
‘was set by the FAA, the Federal Aviation Administra- 
tion, which governs all matters concerning civil aviation 
inthe US. 

‘What about floating debris on night landings?” 
asked Frank. 

“There’s nothing you can do about that.” Wayne 
laughed. “If you're landing in a strange lake or river, 
you just have to take a chance there isn’t any.” 

‘That night each of the boys made six landings. 
Though they had done it often during the day, they 
found the experience an ceric one. 

“Just decrease your speed until the plane begins to 
fall, and maintain a three-point attitude,” Wayne 
instructed. “Give yourself lots of room and come down 
flying. The only secret is to cut your throttle the moment 
the floats skim into the water.” 

After a late snack the Hardys packed, then went to 
bed. They were tired from the full day’s flying, and 
wanted to be awake to leave early the next day. 

Frank and Joe got up greatly refreshed. They were 
just finishing breakfast when Chet arrived. The three 
boys were given last-minute advice and fond hugs by 
Aunt Gertrude, then were driven to the seaplane dock 
by Mrand Mrs Hardy. 

There the brothers took the FAA test, which they 
passed with flying colours, and had SES, for single- 
engine seaplane, inscribed on their licences. 

Then Mr and Mrs Hardy drove the boys to the 
airport. After checking the luggage, Frank, Joe, and 
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Chet shook hands with the detective. “Good luck 

on your part of the mystery, boys,” he said. “Be on 

your guard every minute. I'll be checking with 
yu.” 

wcRight, Dad,” Joe said, and Frank added, ‘“We’ll 

get on the case as soon as we land.” 

Chet grinned. “‘That’s for sure!” 

Mrs Hardy, although always a bit worried when her 
sons set off on a new mission, smiled as she kissed them 
all goodbye. “Do take care of yourselves,” she cau- 
tioned. 

A few minutes later the boys boarded the silver 
jet plane for Edmonton. By midday the plane was over 
‘Winnipeg and the passengers could sce the wide 
prairies below. The flight had been smooth so far. 

Joe was seated next to the window, enjoying the 
magnificent view. Frank and Chet were reading the 
flight-guide pamphlets. The stillness was broken by an 
announcement over the loudspeaker: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. 
Because of bad weather and turbulence over Edmonton, 
we are landing at Saskatoon. The delay probably will 
be overnight, but the stewardesses will give you 
complete details of your departure time and accom- 
modations, Please fasten your seat belts.” 

Within minutes the stewardesses had checked the 
passengers’ belts and the jetliner began its descent. 
Frank pointed out the illustrations in the pamphlet of 
Saskatoon and the Canadian Air Force training craft 
stationed there. 

As they dropped over the runway, Joe leaned close 
to the window for a better view. ‘“‘There’s one of the 
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training planes now!” He pointed to a dark-grey craft 
landing on a parallel runway. 

At that moment there was a sw0-0-o-sh as the jetliner 
levelled out and the wheels caught the field. Joe craned 
his neck to watch the grey plane. 

Suddenly there was a loud swish and a bang, and the 
tyre of the jet’s starboard side blew out. The plane 
rocked violently to one side, 

Wh-a-am! Joe was thrown against the window, hitting 
his head on the frame. He saw swirling lights, then 
everything went black. 

When Joe opened his eyes and things began to come 
back into focus, he looked up into the face of a stew- 
ardess who was dabbing his forchead with a cold, wet 
cloth. 

“What happened?” he asked dazedly. 

“You hit your head!” the girl said, looking concerned. 
“Are you all right?” 

“{ think I am now,” Joe said, grinning. “No per- 
manent dents!”* 

“Don’t scare us like that again, boy,” said Frank, as 
he and Chet smiled in relief. 

“That'll teach me to look out the window when 
we're landing.” Joe ruefully rubbed his throbbing head. 

When they disembarked, the three boys were direct- 
ed to a modern Saskatoon hotel. En route, they made 
a tour of the city and saw its mammoth grain eleva- 
tors. 

Chet grinned. “They look like out-of-place sky- 
scrapers!” 

‘The following morning dawned clear and sunny. The 

jet left promptly, and after an uneventful trip, 
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arrived in Edmonton by midday. The large airport 
there was busy with flights to and from Alaska, northern 
Canada, and the United States, 

Before theHardys and Chet disembarked theylearned 
from a stewardess that Edmonton is the focal point of 
the mining and fur-producing regions of the Arctic. 
“‘Also,” she added, “‘it’s a busy agricultural distributing 
centre.” 

The pleasant young woman wished them an enjoy- 
able stay, then the three boys headed for the airport 
terminal building. 

After claiming their luggage, they found a hotel and 
booked in. Then Frank said, “Now to visit Mr Baker- 
Jones.” 

They took a taxi to the Edmonton hospital. Here 
they were referred to the sister on the first floor. When 
they inquired about Peter Baker-Jones, she said: 

“Pm sorry, but you can’t see him. Mr Baker-Jones 
is still in a coma, and as I told his other caller, we don’t 
know how long it will be until he regains consciousness, 

yr man.” 

“ ‘Other caller’ !”” Frank echoed. “Who was it?” 

“A man named Fenton Hardy,” replied the nurse. 
“He left just a few minutes ago.” 

“Dad?” Frank and Joe stared at each other. 

“Tt couldn’t have been,” Chet said, “% your 
father took the next flight and wasn’t stopped by the 
bad weather,” 

“He never mentioned coming this soon,” Frank 
declared. “‘There’s a phone booth, I’m going to call 
home and find out about this.” 

Joe and Chet thought it a good idea and Frank 
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placed the call to Bayport. Mr Hardy answered the 
phone! 

Frank burst out, “I knew you weren’t here, Dad!” 

“What do you mean by that?” Mr Hardy asked 
with a slight chuckle, “Did you think I was?” 

“No,” Frank replied, and explained, “One of the 
sisters here at the Edmonton hospital told us you had 
been, and I’m sure many other people heard Fenton 
Hardy was here too. Dad, some man is impersonating 
you. He was just here trying to see Baker-Jones.”” 

“Be very careful,” cautioned Mr Hardy, instantly 
serious. ‘I don’t know why anyone would pose as me, 
unless it was to get some further valuable information 
from the Englishman in connection with the rune stone.” 

“At least we're tipped off,” Frank answered. He 
assured his father that the boys were well and ex- 
plained why the flight had arrived a day late. 

“Check with the police and try to locate the man 
who found the rune stone,” the detective suggested, 
when he learned that the Englishman had not regained 
consciousness, 

Frank said goodbye and returned to Chet and Joe. 
When Joe heard that his father was home, he immedi- 
ately hurried to the nurse and asked her for a description 
of Mr Baker-Jones’s caller. Her meagre description 
could fit Fenton Hardy or hundreds of other men, 

“No clue there,” he reported to the boys. 

Discussing their next move, the trio started towards 
the lift. 

“T suppose the best place to get details of the attack 
on Baker-Jones is at police headquarters,” Frank said. 
“Let's check there.” 
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‘The boys were talking excitedly as they rounded the 
corner of the brightly lighted hall. They collided head 
on with a huge brawny figure. 

“Bon tonnerre!” he exclaimed in a deep booming 
voice. ““What’s this?” 

The speaker was a powerful-looking man, well over 
six feet tall. His strong-featured face was covered by a 
thick, black beard, and he wore a red-and-black 
checkered wool shirt, dark trousers and heavy, laced 
boots. 

‘Joe staggered backwards from the impact, bumping 
against the wall. The stranger reached out a huge hand, 
grasped Joe by the arm, and steadied him on his feet. 

“‘Bon tonnerre!”? he shouted again. 


Canadian Giant 


‘Tue huge fingers holding Joes’ arm were like a steel vice. 

“So-o sorry,” he apologized, staring up at the 
bearded man with whom he had collided. To his relief, 
Joe felt the powerful fingers relax their grip. 

“Carefully, here!” boomed the stranger in a strong 
French-Canadian accent. “You should always look 
where you're going—especially in a hospital !” 

“We realize that, sir,” Frank spoke up. “But we were 
hurrying to get to the police station.” 

“Ab, the police,” the big man said. His eyes nar- 
rowed. ‘*You were here to sce Monsieur Baker-Jones, 
yes?” 

‘The three boys said yes. Joe recovered his breath as 
the big man studied the visitors for a moment. His eyes 
were piercing, black, and shaded by thick brows. 

“You're Pierre Caron!” Frank exclaimed suddenly. 

The man stepped back warily, as he answered, “Oui, 
I am Pierre Caron, but I am called ‘Caribou.’” He 
cocked his head and asked curiously, “Who are you?” 

Frank introduced himself, Joe, and Chet, then 
explained the reason why they had come to see Baker- 
Jones. 

“Does he speak now?” Caribou asked abruptly. 
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“No,” Joe answered him. ‘The sister said he’s still in 
coma.” 

“‘Bon tonnerre!” the far trapper exploded. “That is 
not good.” He added that he had been given special 
permission by Baker-Jones’s doctor to visit the patient 
briefly every day. “But he never change,” the woodsman 
added sadly. “I hoped today he would be better.” 

Frank told Caribou that they would like to hear his 
account of the assault by the rune stone thieves. 

‘We will talk while we eat,” Caribou said. He smiled 
broadly. “Come! Let us go!” 

The powerful giant marched ahead to the lift, which 
took them to the reception hall. He pushed open the 
heavy front door and went on without breaking stride. 

The three boys had to trot to keep up with Caribou, 
and they were still a few yards behind when he stopped 
at a crowded restaurant. As the trapper strode towards a 
table, three burly men shouted greetings to him from 
across the room. He grinned and waved to them 
vigorously. 

“My friends from the north,” he said to the boys. 

The big French-Canadian ordered a meal of steak, 
potatoes, and gravy for all. “First we eat,” he said, 
when Joe started to ask questions. 

The Hardys and Chet grinned at one another. 
Instinctively they liked this excitable, forthright man 
of the woods. 

After they had finished the hearty meal, Caribou 
leaned back in his chair and relaxed. Frank quickly 
explained his father’s connection with the rune stone 
case and asked Pierre Caron for details of the robbery. 

“Monsieur Baker-Jones asked me to come to his hotel 
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room,” Caribou began. “I went and gave him the 
stone. He handed me two thousand dollars—in new 
one-hundred-dollar bills. I signed a paper saying he had 
paid me. Then bon tonnerre! two men rushed into the 
room.” The trapper stopped to drink some hot coffee. 

“What did they look like?” Chet asked. 

Caribou wiped his beard with a red handkerchief and 
pushed his chair back from the table again. In his 
excitement he began to speak in his native patois. 

“TT could not see faces. Both wear rubber face masks. 
One man was very thin, He was wearing checked 
jacket—black and white. Other man wear dark city 
clothes.” 

The boys were excited. “Then what?” Joe urged 
him. 

“Thin man’s pal never speak. He waved gun,” 
Caribou continued, “‘and force me to corner of room. 
Bon tonnerre!” His voice grew angry. “The thin man 
want the stone. When Monsieur Baker-Jones say no, he 
hit him on the head with a gun!” 

The woodsman told the boys that the Englishman 
had collapsed. As Caribou had bent over him to help, 
the two gunmen had fled with the rune stone and the 
two thousand dollars. 

‘The Hardys exchanged quick glances. Frank voiced 
their thought aloud. “The thin fellow could be a man 
we know as John Kelly!” The brothers told Caribou 
the story. 

“He is a slippery eel!” growled the trapper. “You 
think he come back here?” 

“TI wouldn’t doubt it,” Frank replied. “We aim to 
find him, anyway!” 
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“Where did you find the rune stone?” Joe asked 
Caribou. 

‘The boys listened intently to his story. “I run my 
trapline between Fort Smith and Great Slave Lake,” he 
began. ‘‘Two, three weeks ago I made trip to the north 
end of the lake. I find the stone on the beach and—” 

Suddenly the burly giant broke off. He sprang up 
from his chair violently, knocking over the table. Dishes 
and glasses flew in all directions, shattering on the floor 
as Caribou dashed to the front door. 

“Come on!” Frank urged, leaping up. 

The three boys dashed outside. When they reached 
Caribou he was standing on the pavement in front of the 
restaurant, his fists clenched and his cheeks flushed 
with anger. 

“Bon tonnerre!”” he boomed in rage. “‘Sacre bleu!” 

“What happened?” Joe asked. “Did you spot one of 
the thieves?” 

“No. But I saw Dulac,” Caribou said, still looking 
up and down the street. ‘The weasel! He robs my 
traps. If I catch him—bon tonnerre!—that will be his 
unlucky day!” 

As they all walked back into the restaurant to pay 
their bill and settle for the broken dishes, Caribou 
explained that Abner Dulac also was a trapper. He had 
been stealing from Caribou’s traps up north for a long 
time. Caribou once had given him a thrashing, but the 
big woodsman had never been able to catch him with 
any evidence. 

“What's Dulac doing in Edmonton?” Frank asked. 

“J don’t know,” Caribou replied. “Probably he sell 
my pelts—or maybe he here to get even with me for that 
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beating!” The giant shook his head disgustedly, then 
shrugged. “I forget him for now,” he said, and asked 
the boys, “Where you think to look for the men who 
robbed Monsieur Baker-Jones and me?” 

‘The Hardys said they thought perhaps the thieves 
would have travelled north to hide out with their loot. 

Caribou pounded his fist into the palm of his hand. 
“Then I will be your guide,” he offered. “I will help 
trap the robbers!” 

“That would be great,” Joe said with a grin, “We'll 
need a guide in that country.” 

“Tl say!” Chet declared thankfully. 

“Our next move is to find out what the police here 
can tell us about the missing rune stone,” Frank said. 
“Come on!” 

Caribou led the way, stalking along the sidewalks 
as though he were still in the wilderness. At the ultra~ 
modern police headquarters the Hardys were directed 
to the office of Inspector Knight. He had no new 
information for them, however. The Edmonton police, 
working with the Mounties, had traced all the leads 
they had on the missing rune stone and stolen cash, but 
so far without success. 

“The last we heard,” said the inspector, “was that a 
man with a gauze patch on his head had been seen in 
McMurray up the Athabasca River. But he disap- 
peared before we could question him.” 

“Kelly again, I’ll bet!” Joe exclaimed. 

Quickly the Hardys revealed to the inspector their 
encounter with the suspect in Bayport, and their 
hunch he might have returned to the Northwest Terri- 
tories, 
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“He may still be wearing a bandage on his head,” 
Frank said. 

The official was keenly interested. “I'll have the 
fellow’s description broadcast again.” 

Frank also reported that a man purporting to be 
Fenton Hardy had wanted to see Mr Baker-Jones in 
the hospital. The officer made a note of this and wished 
the sleuths good luck. 

Caribou accompanied the boys to their hotel. When 
they walked into the foyer, the receptionist stopped 
them. 

“Are you Frank and Joe Hardy?” he asked the 
brothers. 

“Yes,” 

The man reached behind him into one of the guest 
mailboxes. 

“Here’s a telephone message for you,” he said, 
handing Frank an envelope. 

“What could it be?” Chet asked, peering over 
Frank’s shoulder as he took out the note. 

“Tt’s from home!” Frank exclaimed, as he read the 
note aloud: “* ‘Phone immediately. Plans changed.’ ”” 


“7. 
White Water 


‘Tue Hardys stared at the message in concern. “I hope 
there’s nothing wrong at home,” Joe said, looking 
worried. 

The boys and Caribou hurried upstairs to the hotel 
room, and Frank called Bayport. Mr Hardy answered 
the phone. After reassuring his son that everyone was 
fine, he explained, “I had a coded message from Sam 
Radley after your phone call. He received a report 
yesterday that an unidentified man bought ten drums 
of aviation fuel and two drums of oil at the Hudson’s 
Bay Company store in Fort Smith.” 

“That’s on the Slave River,” Frank said. “It runs 
north into Great Slave Lake.” 

“Right,” his father replied. “The man had the fuel 
delivered to a raft on the river, and Sam thinks he 
might be the one who stole the small float plane at 
Yellowknife.” The detective paused. “Biff, Tony and 
Sam are busy on another lead, so I’d like you boys to 
track down this one. If you get up there fast,” he con- 
tinued, “you might be able to pick up the trail and find 
the hideout of the thieves around Great Slave Lake.” 

‘We'll leave pronto, Dad,” Frank said eagerly. “We 
planned to go there, anyway—on our own case. 
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Caribou Caron is with us, and he has offered to be our 
guide.” 

“That’s fine,” said Mr Hardy. “Have you seen the 
Edmonton police?” 

“Yes,” Frank replied, “but they’ve had no success 
on the rune stone mystery. They had a report of a thin 
man with a gauze patch on his head at McMurray, but 
lost him there. Sounds as if he’s the man who got away 
from us in Bayport.” 

“That settles it. The sooner you and Caron get 
started for Fort Smith, the better!” the detective said. 
“Good luck!” 

When Frank relayed Mr Hardy’s news to the others, 
Caribou slapped Joe so hard on the back the boy 
winced. “‘Bon tonnerre!” the giant cried. “This is the 
right kind of adventure for trapper. I have been in the 
city too long.” 

Frank suggested that before leaving, he and Joe 
return to the hospital and show the staff a picture of 
their father and wam them about the man posing as 
Fenton Hardy. 

“In the meantime, Chet,” Frank continued, “you 
get plane reservations to Fort Smith on the first flight 
out, We'll meet you back at the hotel.”” 

Caribou said that he would do an errand. “I must 
buy new boots for the trip.” 

When the Hardys arrived at the hospital, they 
quickly found the sister in charge of the first floor and 
Frank showed her-the snapshot of his father. ““This is 
the real Fenton Hardy,” he said politely. “The man 
who wanted to visit Mr Baker-Jones was an 
impostor.” 
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“Impostor!” the nurse exclaimed in alarm. ‘““Why, I 
never suspected—oh dear!” 

“Luckily no harm was done,” Frank assured her. 
“But please tell everyone that Fenton Hardy will not 
call on Mr Baker-Jones.” 

The sister promised to warn the rest of the staff. 
Their next stop was at Edmonton police headquarters, 
where they found Inspector Knight at his desk. 

“We've just talked to our father,” Frank explained. 
“Our plans have changed. We're flying to Fort Smith. 
We'll contact you if anything breaks there. And would 
you let us know if the impostor shows up again?” 

Inspector Knight assured the boys that if the man 
was spotted, he would get in touch with them through 
the Hudson’s Bay Company at Fort Smith. 

The Hardys thanked him and hurried back to the 
hotel. 

“Reservations all set,” Chet reported. “Nothing for 
today. Take-off’s at ten tomorrow. I’ve told Caribou, 
and he’ll meet us here.” 

The next morning the four set off for the airport. 
Their plane left on schedule. Minutes after they were 
airborne, Joe nudged Chet and pointed to the ground. 

“Look!” he said excitedly, “We're already over 
wilderness.” 

The landscape below was barren and the prairie 
looked desolate. What few trees there were appeared as 
dark patches on the brown earth. 

After short stopovers at McMurray and Uranium 
City, the plane touched down at Fort Smith. This was 
familiar territory to Caribou and he took charge 
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“Only two taxis here,” he said, directing the boys to 
an old-model car. After their bags were put in the 
boot, the four climbed in. ‘We go to the company 
store first,” Caron directed the driver. 

Presently they pulled up in front of a well-built 
wooden structure near the edge of town. A large sign 
over the entrance said: Hudson’s Bay Company. 

“What do you know!” Chet said, as they pushed 
open the door. “It looks like a department store in 
Bayport.” 

The large interior was filled with tables displaying 
brightly coloured, heavy woollen clothing. A variety 
of rifles and leather goods hung on the walls. There 
were only a few other people in the store, and Cari- 
bou Caron led the way straight to a counter at the 
back. 

“There's the factor,” the trapper said. 

“The what?” Chet asked. 

Caribou explained that the factor was the man who 
ran the store for the Hudson’s Bay Company, The trap- 
per strode over to a husky man, whom he introduced to 
the boys as Bill Stone. They all shook hands. 

Frank asked, “Do you remember a man who bought 
ten drums of aviation fuel and two drums of oil the 
other day?” 

“Sure, I remember him,” the man said. “He gave 
me new hundred-dollar bills.” 

“Bon tonnerre!” Caribou shouted. “Monsieur Baker- 
Jones paid me for the rune stone in new hundred-dollar 
bills. That man who buy fuel and oil is the bandit who 
robbed us!” 

“Tt does look like it,” Frank said slowly, “though it 
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could be coincidence. Don’t forget, there must be some 
other new hundred-dollar bills around.” 

“Oui, I know!” Caribou was excited. ‘But I feel this 
is our man—one of the thieves.” 

“Did he give his name?” Joe asked Bill Stone. 

Before the store manager had a chance to answer, 
something whizzed past Frank’s head. Thunk! A steel 
knife blade embedded itself in the wall behind him. It 
hung there, quivering. 

“Yowee!” Frank gasped, jumping back. The knife 
had almost grazed his hair. 

“Bon tonnerre!”” yelled Caribou, whirling around. 

The French-Canadian had instinctively crouched 
like a panther about to attack. He was ready for action, 
and his eyes flickered as he glanced in all directions. 

There was no one in sight! 

The shock of the attack over, there was a mad dash 
to the open door. Outside, the boys and the French- 
Canadian scanned the street. The few passers-by looked 
harmless enough, and none could recall seeing a fleeing 
man. 

“A clean getaway,” Joe said glumly. 

“‘Sacre bleu!” Caribou exploded. 

“That sure was no accident,” Frank said grimly, 
regaining his usual calm. ‘“We must really have hit the 
trail of something big.” 

The group walked back into the store, where Mr 
Stonestood looking out of the window. “Did you find the 
knife thrower?” he asked worriedly, 

‘No! Caribou boomed. “But we will!” 

“Maybe it was the person who bought the aviation 
fuel,” Chet guessed. 
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“Tt could have been,” Frank agreed. He put the 
knife into his pocket, then asked the manager, “What 
is the name of the fuel customer?” 

“He told me he was Jesse Keating,” Stone answered. 

“An alias, probably,” said Frank, after hearing a 
description of the purchaser. “I'll bet he was Kelly.” 

“Did he say where he was going?” Joe asked. 

“Yes. To tow the fuel down Slave River on a raft to 
alumber camp.” 

“Lumber camp?” Caribou raised his eyebrows. 
“There is no lumber camp between here and Great 
Slave Lake.” 

“Say, that’s right, Caribou!” said the manager, 
scratching his head. “Wonder where he was heading?” 

“T have a hunch maybe he was taking the gas to a 
hideout where he’ll fuel that stolen float plane,” Frank 
said thoughtfully. ““Now we have to figure out where 
the hideout is. Have you a map we could look at, Mr 
Stone?” 

“Sure,” the grey-haired man replied. “Here's a good 
one. Keep it!” 

The boys crowded round the detailed map of the 
area. “This is where we are,” Caribou pointed out. 
“And this is the Wood Buffalo Park.” 

“That would be a great place for a hideout,” Joe 
said, “‘Isit open to everyone, Caribou?” 

“Yes, but you must have a permit,” the trapper 
answered. “The office is down the street.” 

“Let’s see who else has applied for a permit recently,” 
Frank suggested. “Maybe Keating is taking cover in 
the park.” 

Everyone agreed. Mr Stone said the travellers were 
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welcome to leave their luggage as long as necessary. 
Outside, Frank suggested they first report the knife- 
throwing incident to the Mounted Police. The group 
went directly to the station, and handed the weapon to 
the officer in charge. 

“We'll do everything possible to have the owner 
traced,” the Mountie promised. 

Next, Caribou accompanied the boys to the Wood 
Buffalo Park office. A bald man of about thirty, 
dressed in a khaki shirt and shorts, greeted them as 
they entered the small wooden building. “Caribou, I 
thought you were going to stay in the city and be a 
dude!” He grinned at the bearded trapper, who laughed 
loudly. 

Caribou introduced the man as Curly Pike, assistant 
superintendent of the buffalo preserve. As the boys 
smiled over the humorous misnomer, Caribou said that 
Curly, as well as his boss, Superintendent Breen Connor 
could fly anything with wings. 

Frank asked Curly Pike if any strangers had entered 
the buffalo park recently. He explained about Jesse 
Keating and his cargo of fuel drums. 

“We haven’t issued any permits to a stranger for the 
past two weeks,” Curly replied, looking at the dupli- 
cates of the pass applications. 

“Could a man have entered the park illegally?” Joe 
queried. 

Curly Pike rubbed the top of his bald head thought- 
fully. “It’s possible. That’s mighty rugged country and 
difficult to patrol. Somebody could sneak in without 
being seen.” 

Disappointed, the boys thanked Curly, who wished 
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them luck in their search. “Sorry not to be of any help,” 
he called, as they went out the door. 

“We can still go on a search downriver,” Joe urged. 

“Tt sounds funny to say ‘down’ a river which runs 
north,” Chet said. ‘‘The current will help us, too!” 

“We'll need a canoe,” Caribou said, heading down 
the main street of Fort Smith. “Come!” 

When they reached the small docks at the edge of the 
river landing, Caribou made arrangements to hire a 
canoe with an outboard motor, He told the boatyard 
owner that they would be back for the craft in about 
two hours. 

“What about food?” Chet pleaded. “We can’t go 
without that.” 

Frank and Joe laughed at their chubby friend. 
“That's a good suggestion,” Joe added. 

“We'll go for supplies while our canoc’s being 
fuelled,” Frank said. ‘I’ve ordered some extra tanks of 
petrol put aboard.” 

‘The group trudged back up the hill to the Hudson’s 
Bay store to buy tinned meats, dried fruits and vege- 
tables, and some new lines for their fishing rods. 

After a snack the group went back to the supply 
store and picked up their provisions. Mr Stone offered 
to keep their suitcases for the duration of the river trip 
and to accept messages for them. They took what 
clothing they would need from their bags, and went 
down to the dock. The boys stowed the rucksacks of 
food and clothes in the canoe, a large aluminium one 
with three paddles. Then they started down the Slave 
River, with Caribou in the stern handling the rudder 
and motor controls. 
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Skilfully he guided the craft past the dangerous 
upjutting rocks and swirling currents. Soon they were 
out of sight of Fort Smith. 

“This looks like pioneer country, all right,” Joe 
observed presently. 

When they rounded a bend, Caribou pointed out 
white water in the broad river. “Arctic wind is kicking 
up trouble,” he commented. Even as he spoke, the 
canoe began to pitch on the choppy surface. 

‘The stream grew suddenly rougher, and the light- 
weight craft rocked from side to side. 

“‘Tonnerre!” Caribou boomed over the sound of the 
wind. “Hang on!” 

The boys gripped the edges of the canoe to steady 
themselves as it heaved up and down in the growing 
swell. Chet, who was seated in the bow, gasped and 
exclaimed, “We’ve sprung a leak!” 


Missing Campers 


“We are sinking!” shouted Caribou. “To shore!” Just 
then there was a sputter as the outboard motor conked 
out. “Sacre bleu!” the French-Canadian yelled. 

Frank and Joe grabbed paddles while Chet tore off 
his shirt and used it to plug the hole in the canoe. The 
Hardys paddled furiously while Caribou pulled at the 
motor’s starting rope. The outboard coughed once, but 
did not turn over. 

“Engine’s probably flooded from spray,” Joe panted. 
“What luck!” 

Caribou also seized a paddle and his strong back 
muscles flexed as he strained to help turn the rocking 
boat towards shore, 

Frank felt as though his aching arms would break. 
Perspiration glistened on his and Joe’s foreheads. In 
spite of Chet’s efforts to plug the leak, the water poured. 
in. 

“Paddle!” shouted Caribou. “Faster, boys, faster!” 

Frank and Joe put greater effort into their strokes, 
The heavily laden canoe pushed and ploughed its way 
through the waves, and as the bow neared shore, 
suddenly touched bottom. Chet leaped out into knee~ 
deep water, Frank, Joe, and Caribou followed. Grab- 
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bing the sides of the boat, they hauled it up over the 
rocks on toa small beach. 

Exhausted, the foursome dropped to the sand to rest. 
‘Assoon as Joc had caught his breath he said disgustedly, 
“We'll have a hard time finding the thieves now!” 

“Bon tonnerre!” Caribou shouted, leaping to his feet. 
“‘We must unload gear before she gets wet!” 

“And how!” Chet cried as the boys jumped up. 
“Rescue the food!” 

With the four working quickly, the canoe was 
emptied and turned over. The Hardys then examined 
the bottom of the metal craft. 

“Hey!” Frank cried out. “Look! This leak was 
caused deliberately!” 

Everyone crowded round to look. Very cleverly 
five of the rivets that held the aluminium sides to the 
keel had been taken out and replaced with bits of putty. 

“Pretty foxy—whoever did it,” said Joe, sitting back 
on his heels. “The putty would be waterproof and hold 
tight until strain was put on the hull.” 

“If we hadn’t moved fast,” Chet put in, “we'd be 
swimming right now.” 

“‘Tonnerre!”” Caribou shouted. “That rascal nearly 
succeed this time. But no more!” 

“You mean your friend Dulac?” Frank asked. “Or 
one of the thieves?” 

‘The trapper shrugged, and Joe said, “It’s anybody's 
guess. But whoever did it must have sneaked into the 
boatyard and tampered with the canoe while we were 
gone.” 

“T think I can make repairs,” Caribou said, and 
went to work quickly, using bits of bent wire, Finally 
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the craft was placed back in the water and proved 
seaworthy. 


After cleaning and refuelling the outboard motor, 
the boys and their guide set out again down the river. 
It was growing dusky. 

“We'll have to stop for the night soon,” Garba 
advised. 

They cruised along smoothly and after a time spotted 
a canoe coming upstream. In the craft sat two men in 
khakis. 

“Hunters,” said Caribou. 

“Let’s ask them if they’ve seen a raft with petrol 
drums aboard,” Frank suggested, and hailed the men. 

The wind had died down, so the two canoes now lay 
quietly side by side. Caribou questioned the hunters, 
since they spoke only French. 

There was a rapid-fire discussion among the three. 
After a few minutes Caribou pushed the other boat and 
waved as the strangers continued their trip upstream. 

“They have come right from the mouth of the river,” 
he reported. “They saw no boat towing a raft.” 

Frank frowned, “The thief may have reached the 
float plane already or pulled into hiding along the 
shore ifhe spotted those men.” 

“That is right,” Caribou agreed. “But now it is too 
dark to look for him. Ahcad I see a good camping 
place for us,” 

A few minutes later the searchers entered a small 
cove with a smooth beach. The boys hopped out, and 
slid the canoe carefully up a gently shelving rock. After 
unloading the supplies, they carried the craft on to the 
beach and placed it on props, 
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Frank took a lightweight axe from the pack and 
began gathering firewood. Joe went down to the bank 
to catch fish for supper, while Chet spread reindeer 
moss, which he covered with balsam tips for a sleeping 
area. He rolled out the boys’ sleeping bags on to this 


Caribou sat down on a rock and watched as the three 
boys worked rapidly and efficiently. “You are good 
campers,” he said, obviously impressed. 

The fire was hot when Joe returned with a half dozen 
grayling. The fish were quickly fried, and the hungry 
travellers ate them with canned stewed tomatoes and 
brown bread. After they had finished the meal and 
cleaned the cooking utensils, Joe put another log on the 
fire and the four sat back, relaxed. 

“Why are you called Caribou?” Frank asked the 
trapper. 

Caribou said that when he was a small boy, he had 
come to this territory from the Ungava district near 
Labrador, ‘‘No caribou there. I was very smart.” He 
grinned widely. “‘The first time I see one, I think it is 
cow!” He spoke in his old patois. 

“Trapper tell me to pet the cow, so I walk up to the 
big caribou. I get a surprise. She turn quick and rush 
at me. I run fast, just make it to tree, but her horns 
tear my pants.” 

The three boys laughed heartily and Chet said, 
“Moo! Some cow!” 

“After that,” .aid Caribou, “all the trappers in the 
north country call me Caribou Caron.” 

‘The burly man regaled his young companions with 
several hair-raising stories of his life in the north. Then 
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they all crawled into their sleeping bags and were soon 
in deep slumber. 

Joe did not know how long he had been alseep when 
he heard a crack loud enough to make him sit up and 
listen intently. 

The fire had died down and the air was still. He 
glanced around the campfire. Caribou and Chet were 
not there! 

Joe, alarmed, shook his brother awake. Frank rolled 
over drowsily and asked, ““Wh-a-at’s wrong?” 

“Caribou and Chet have gone,” Joe told him. 

Frank became fully awake now. “Gone?” he echoed. 
“Where?” 

“J don’t know. Something must have awakened 
them,” Joe answered, ‘‘and they went to investigate.” 

The Hardys threw more wood on the fire to light up 
the area. As the chips flared up brightly, they began a 
search of the campsite. Suddenly, from the far side of 
the fire, came a “Sh!” 

The Hardys swung round. Out of the shadows 
stepped’a medium-sized, roughly dressed man. He was 
wiry and tough looking. 

“Who are you?” Frank demanded. “What are you 
doing here?” 

The man attempted a weak smile, then said, “My 
nome is Soleau, and I’ve come to warn you about your 
guide, Caribou Garon.” 

“What about Caribou?” Joe asked. He instinctively 
did not like the man. 

“Caron is dangerous—mentally unbalanced,” the 
stranger said. “And he’s leading you on a wild goose 
chase.” 
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“Where is Caribou now?” Frank asked warily. 

“He has taken your friend as a hostage,” Soleau said 
with a sneer, 

“A hostage!” Joe repeated. ‘I don’t believe you!” 

“T's true,” the stranger insisted, edging his way 
closer to Frank. “You fellows had better go back to 
Fort Smith or you'll be next.” 

“Look out!” Joe yelled suddenly. But he was too 
late. Bam! Soleau swung a powerful right punch at 
Frank. The boy had no time to duck as the rock-like 
fist cracked against his jaw. 

As Frank dropped unconscious by the fire, Joe leaped 
across the flames at Soleau. With a crashing tackle Joe 
brought him down. The stranger’s feet came up in a 
vicious kick and knocked the wind out of the boy. 
Shaking his head and gasping for breath, Joe reached 
around the man’s neck and hung on. The two rolled on 
the ground, coming dangerously close to the red-hot 
coals of the campfire. The top of Joe’s head grew hot as 
Soleau forced him nearer and nearer the flames. 

Suddenly from the darkness came a great roar. “Bon 
tonnerre!” Caribou crashed through the brush, slashing 
at branches with his mighty arms. Behind him was 
Chet. 

Caribou crossed the fire in a leap. Grasping the 
stranger by the shoulders, he pulled him off Joe and 
flung him away. Soleau flew through the air, arms and 
legs waving wildly. 

But the wiry man knew how to fall. As his weight hit 
the ground, he rolled quickly to his feet and disap- 
peared in the darkness. 

“After him!” Chet cried, 
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“No!” boomed Caribou. “We never find him in the 
dark. Help Frank!” 

Chet came back to his friend, and Joe scrambled up 
to assist. 

Frank roused when the boys put cold water on his 
head, and he sat up groggily. “Wow, did he pack a 
punch!” he said. 

“That was Abner Dulac,” Caron snorted in disgust. 
“A dangerous fox!” 

“What’s he got against us?” Frank asked, touching 
his jaw gingerly. 

“Anybody who is a friend of mine is an enemy of 
Dulac,” Caribou answered. “It was that lowdown 
weasel all the time!” 

The Hardys looked puzzled and Chet explained. “I 
heard a noise like a bear prowling and woke up Caribou. 
We followed the sound for a while. It led away from the 
camp. Dulac must have circled back to steal our gear.” 

“Why?” asked Joe in surprise. 

Caribou smiled wryly. ‘One reason, Dulac will take 
anything. He is a thief. Up here in the north, you die if 
you have no gear!” 

Joe grimaced. “‘Great mackerel! You mean he’d let 
us die!”” 

Caribou nodded solemnly. “I warned you—that 
Dulac is a mean one! He would stop short at nothing. 
He cares for no-one but himself.” 

Chet looked apprehensive, “Do you think he'll keep 
on our trail and cause us more trouble?” 

‘The big trapper shrugged. “It could’be so. Who can 
tell with a man like Dulac? We will have to keep eyes in 
the backs of our heads,” 
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Frank had been silent, mulling over the recent 
incident. Now he said, “‘What I can’t figure out is why 
Dulac went to all the trouble of following us here—even 
using a phoney name to trick us. He must be up to 
something more serious than robbing traps—or trying 
tospite you, Caribou.” 

‘The others agreed. “But what?” Joe said in a puzzled 
voice. 

“No more mysteries tonight!” Chet begged. “I've 
had enough. My head’s sore trying to puzzle all this 
out. How about alittle sleep?” 

The boys and Caribou were soon back in their bags. 
They dozed off but their rest was fitful, The recent 
events were preying on their minds. 

The next morning was bright and clear. After 
washing in the bracing river, the group had a good 
breakfast. Everyone pitched in to break camp, then 
they set out in the canoe again, 

As the sun grew hotter, hordes of insects began to 
buzz about the boys’ heads, and they quickly covered 
their upper bodies with the netting they had brought 
along, 

“Dad was right about these pests!” Joe said, slapping 
at a persistent black fly. “Thank goodness we've got the 
nets. We'd be eaten alive!” 

During the next four hours, they navigated down the 
rapidly moving river, searching for the petrol raft. They 
were perspiring from the heat and were growing 
discouraged when Frank suddenly pointed to the 
shore. 

“Over there!” he called out. 

A crude log raft was barely visible under low- 
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hanging brush. Quickly Caribou stopped the engine, 
and the boys paddled swiftly to shore. 

Joe jumped out first and ran to the raft. Reaching it, 
he called excitedly, “We've found it! I can smell 
petrol!” 


-9- 
Grizzly Charge! 


Excrrep but silent, Frank and Chet slipped out of the 
canoe, and with Caribou’s help, hauled the boat up on 
the beach. They rushed over to join Joe at the raft. 

“Bon tonnerrel” The French-Canadian trapper gave a 
huge sniff. “This certainly carry fuel!” 

“We can’t be sure that this is Keating’s raft,” Chet 

eup. 

“No,” said Frank. “But it’s a good place to start a 
search and find the owner’s identity. Let’s separate and 
look for a trail.” 

‘The four spread out in different directions, struggling 
through the dense, tangled undergrowth back from the 
river. Suddenly Frank gave a birdcall from a thicket to 
signal the others. 

“Pye found an opening!” he told them. “Over 
here!” His companions joined him quickly and found 
Frank at the head of a crude, narrow trail. He and Joe 
dropped to their knees and studied the path and the 
weeds at the edge. 

The boys noted that the dirt bore scrape marks and 
the growth was trampled. Frank announced triumph- 
antly, “Something heavy was dragged or rolled along 
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here not too long ago—and, from the footprints, 
probably by two men.” 

“Like a fuel drum?” Joe added, grinning. 

“Ah!” Caribou exclaimed, his eyes flashing. “Come 
on! We'll follow their trail!” 

He and the boys rushed back to the canoe and 
unloaded their gear. They strapped on their rucksacks. 
Chet and Caribou took the rest of the equipment, 
while Frank and Joe carried the canoe. 

The searchers set forth on the trail. For the first 
hundred yards it was narrow and roughly blazed. The 
group trudged along as the path twisted and turned, 
growing wider as they walked farther inland. Finally 
the trail led up the face of arugged incline. 

“Whew! That'll be a tough haul,” Joe said, as 
they all paused to rest. 

The Hardys decided to leave the supplies and canoe 
camouflaged beneath some dense brush. Then the 
ascent began. 

“Boy!” Chet puffed. ‘Lucky we left our stuff back 
there and didn’t lug it!” 

“Oui,” said Caribou. ‘“The men with the drum were 
very determined.” 

Frank was first to reach the top. He found himself 
gazing out over a small, sparkling, jewel-like lake about 
a mile in diameter. The shores were ringed with tall, 
stately Canadian blue spruce trees. 

The other three scrambled to join him at the summit. 
“Pretty nice,” said Joe. “I could go for a dive in there.” 
‘He mopped his brow. 

“Me, too,” Chhet added emphatically, 

The four hurried along the trail, which was smooth 
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and well cleared, to the edge of the small lake. There 
the drag marks disappeared into the water. But there 
‘was nothing in sight on the smooth surface. 

“Let’s circle the lake,” Frank suggested, and they 
tramped along the curving shore. 

About a quarter of the way round, Joe suddenly 
pointed offshore. ‘“What’s that out there?” he asked 
excitedly. 

Everyone stared at a floating object glinting in the 
sunlight on the surface of the lake. 

“Tr’s an empty fuel drum!” said Frank. 

“What a clue!”” Chet exclaimed. 

‘The boys stripped to their pants, swam out, retrieved 
the metal cylinder, and dragged it up on to the sandy~ 
beach. 

Caribou rolled the drum over for inspection. “It’s 
Keating’s all right,” he announced, pointing to the 
Hudson’s Bay stencil 42. “This is the Fort Smith store 
number.” 

“The petrol probably was used to fuel a plane,” 
Frank surmised. 

“The stolen float plane, I'll bet!” Joe said elatedly. 
“Hey! This lake would be a swell landing spot—the 
crooks’ hideout could be right near here!” 

“Or,” Chet put in, “the fuel could have been flown 
to another spot.” 

“We look around,” Caribou said. 

They started to circle the shore again, fanning out a 
hundred yards apart. Frank and Joe converged in a 
grassy meadow when suddenly they heard rustling in a 
clump of shrubs ahead. 

Stalking silently through the grass, they approached 
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the bushes. The rustling grew louder. The brothers 
were about to push aside the shrubbery when Frank 
put his hand on Joe’s arm, restraining him. 

“Good grief!” Joe gasped. 

Several yards to their right was a huge brown grizzly 
bear! Beside her were two small furry cubs, The Hardys 
stood as if frozen, hoping that the bear had not seen 
them, The mother bear growled, and reared up to her 
full six-feet height, standing upright. Her enormous 
head was ferocious looking, with her jaws held open and 
the small ears laid back flat. 

Frank took one second to notice that the beast’s long 
sharp claws were.extended. ‘‘Head for the woods!” he 
hissed, pushing Joe in front of him. 

The brothers raced off for their lives, The huge bear 
dropped to four legs. Though awkward and lumbering, 
she proved terrifyingly fast as she charged after the 
Hardys. 

Suddenly Caribou came crashing through the bushes. 
The giant trapper held his hat in one hand and a large 
plaid handkerchief in the other. He waved them 
frantically, and kept shouting, “Hey! Hey!” at the top 
of his lungs. 

The bear’s charge faltered as she became aware of 
Caribou’s actions. The huge creature swerved to her 
Tight and started to lumber in the direction of the 
French-Canadian. “Get up a tree, fast!” he yelled to 
Frank and Joe. “‘Go on!” 

The Hardys obeyed and shinned up the nearest trees. 
They clambered on to stout limbs and sat gasping for 
breath. 


Caribou raced off in another direction and climbed 
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up a low branched spruce. The mother bear padded 
over and began to-sniff around the trunk of the tree 
where the trapper was perched. Suddenly there was a 
squeal from one of the cubs. Ears perked up, the grizzly 
stood still, listening. The cub squealed again. This 
time the mother turned and trotted back to her off- 
spring. 

“Whew!” said Joe in a low voice. 

“That was close!” Frank whispered, expelling his 
breath sharply. 

The brothers remained in the trees until they saw the 
bear and her cubs move off in the opposite direction 
towards the lake. 

Frank and Joe quickly dropped to the ground. 
Caribou had already climbed down from the spruce and 
hurried to meet them. He had a wide grin on his face. 

“Plenty of excitement in my country, no?” 

“Plenty is right!” Joe exclaimed. “Grizalies I can do 
without, though!” 

The Hardys thanked the veteran trapper for coming 
to their rescue, Caribou explained that as a rule bears 
are not troublesome when they have cubs. 

“Unless you get too close,” he said. “Then the mother 
will charge to protect her young, The best way to 
escape is to distract her and climb a tree. Grizzlies 
don’t climb.” 

“Just then Chet came running up, out of breath. 
“What happened ?” he demanded. 

Upon hearing of the adventure, Chet shuddered at 
his friends’ narrow escape. “I’d rather be surrounded 
by thieves than tangle with one of those beasts!” 

“Let’s stop for lunch now,” Caribou suggested. 
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“That’s a good idea,” Frank agreed. ‘(Running away 
from bears makes me hungry.” 

The trekkers dug into their rucksacks and soon were 
enjoying tinned-meat sandwiches and tomato juice. 
Then, keeping a sharp lookout for more bears, the 
group continued their search around the lake. 

“No signs of any habitation around here,” Joe 
observed to his brother. 

At that moment Chet, who was a little distance 
ahead, beckoned to the others. When they reached him, 
he pointed out broad imprints in the sandy beach. 

“Looks as if heavy objects were dragged across,” 
Frank noted. 

“This is where the other drums were pulled out of 
the water!” Joe cried out. 

“Look at this?” Frank stooped to pick up a short 
metal object. “A wrench,” he said, turning it over in 
his hand. “‘ ‘Yellowknife Lodge’ has been stencilled on 
to the handle.” He handed the tool to Caribou. 

“The lodge is on north shore of Great Slave Lake,” 
Caribou'said. “Long distance away. This may belong 
to huhters stopping there.” 

Frank had another theory. “Or maybe the wrench 
was dropped by the man called Keating who brought 
the fuel drums here!” 

“If so, he must be one of the gang that’s been 
robbing lodges in that area,” Joe deduced. “Wonder if 
Biff, Tony, and Sam are having any luck on the case.” 

“We'll hang on to this wrench for evidence,” Frank 
said, and put the tool in his pocket. 

“‘8-s-sh!” Caribou broke in, holding up his hand and 
cocking his head to one side, listening. 
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“A plane,” Joe whispered as the droning noise 
became louder. ‘‘We’ve been spotted !”” 

Everyone stood tensely, staring at the small float 
plane which came into sight. Who was aboard—the 
thieves? The plane touched its pontoons on to the lake 
surface and taxied over to the group on shore. 

“Look!” Chet exclaimed. ‘‘What’s that big bright 
marking on the door?” 

“Bon tonnerre!”? Caribou burst out. “They are not 
robbers! The crest on the door is for Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police!” 

“The Mounties!” Chet smiled in relief as the craft 
ran up on to the beach. 

‘The engine was cut. A thin, uniformed man opened 
the cockpit door and jumped to the ground. 

“Pm looking for Frank and Joe Hardy,” the Mountie 
said in a serious tone of voice. 


-10- 


An Amazing Suspect 


“Tu Frank Hardy, and this is my brother, Joe,” Frank 
told the Mountie. Why do you want us?” 

“And how did you locate us?” Chet queried. 

The pilot pulled out his wallet and showed his 
identification card. “I’m Corporal Fergus of the Fort 
Smith station,” he said. “I have an urgent message for 
you, so I flew downriver. From two thousand feet up I 
spotted you walking along the beach.” 

“Has anything happened to our family?” Joc asked 
the officer quickly. 

“No, The message concerns the man impersonating 
your father,” Corporal Fergus replied. “The Edmonton 
police have been notified that someone else called to 
see Mr Baker-Jones at the hospital. It’s thought he may 
be an accomplice of the impostor because Mr Baker- 
‘Jones doesn’t know anyone around here.” 

Frank queried, ““Do the police know his identity?” 

“They have investigated the Edmonton hotels,” said 
the officer, “‘and learned that a man of his description 
is registered in one“as ‘J. C. Phillips.” Right now they 
are keeping a close watch on the hotel and plan to 
follow the man as soon as he’s spotted.” 

“Two of us should be there,” Frank said seriously. 
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“Joe, you and Chet go back to Edmonton. Caribou and 
I will continue our search for the thieves up here.” 

“Fine,” his brother agreed. ‘We'll meet you back at 
Fort Smith in a couple of days.” 

“Maybe your dad’s impersonator will lead us to the 
stolen rune stone!” Chet said. 

“That’s possible,” Joe agreed. ‘Could be the stone 
wasn’t brought up here after all. Anyhow, we'll have 
both places covered.” 

Chet looked worried. “Say, how do we get back to 
Edmonton?” 

Corporal Fergus stepped forward. “I’m to fly you 
to Fort Smith,” he said. “From there, you can get a 
plane to Edmonton.” 

“Swell! Thanks a million,” Joe said. 

Caribou spoke up. “Meantime, Frank and I will 
return to Fort Smith. We will look for thieves on the 
way. And travel most of thenight.” 

Frank had a new idea. “‘When we get there, let’s hire 
a float plane and start a search from the air, Caribou. 
We might sight the stolen aircraft.” 

The Mountie shook his head sceptically. “In this 
area that will be like looking for a needle in a haystack! 
We're working on the case, too, without much luck.” 

“Tf I know my brother,” Joe said, grinning, “he'll 
find the plane ifit’s around.” 

Joe and Chet said goodbye to Frank and Caribou, 
and climbed into the RCMP float plane. The two on 
shore watched and waved as the sleek craft turned and 
taxied off over the small lake. The water sprayed in tall 
sheets as the pontoons lifted and the plane took off, just 
clearing the tops of the spruce trees rimming the water. 
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Frank and Caribou retraced their steps to the canoe. 
They carried the craft and other equipment back to 
Slave River and were soon headed for Fort Smith. 

Meanwhile, in the RCMP plane, Corporal Fergus 
pointed out the densely forested land and the snakelike 
outline of Slave River below. 

When they approached the Fort Smith airfield, the 
afternoon flight to Edmonton was in the process of 
loading. Corporal Fergus called over the roar of the 
motor, “We have to land in the river, but I'll ask the 
tower by radio to hold the plane for you.” 

The control tower agreed, and after setting down, the 
boys took time to thank Corporal Fergus before they 
climbed out of the plane which had taxied to the 
airfield dock. 

“Lots of luck,” the corporal called out to them. 

““Maybe we'll see you later,” said Joe as he and Chet 
waved goodbye. 

Soon the two boys had boarded the waiting plane, 
which took off seconds later. The trip was fast and 
smooth and the boys landed at Edmonton rested and 
ready for more work. 

The taxi journey from the airport in to town was long 
and slow through heavy traffic, Joe shifted impatiently 
in his seat. “I hope we get there before they question 
that man,” he said. “I’d like to be on hand for the 
surprise!” 

When they finally pulled up in front of the Edmonton 
police headquarters, Inspector Knight was just coming 
out of the front door. 

“Hello, boys! Glad you're here,” he said, smiling 
warmly and extending his hand, “We're going over to 
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the hospital. Our men report that the suspect is 
heading there.” 

Joe was surprised. “You haven’t picked him up 
yet?” he asked. 

“The fellow really hasn’t done anything,” the 
inspector replied. “‘But if he goes to the hospital to see 
Baker-Jones again, we'll question him.” 

Joe and Chet drove off in a police car with Inspector 
Knight and another officer, who was at the wheel. 
When they reached the hospital, the driver parked at 
the side entrance, 

‘We'll sit here and keep watch,” said the inspector, 

Ten minutes later he exclaimed, “There he is!” 

Inspector Knight indicated a man coming down the , 
street towards the front of the hospital. He had bushy 
black hair and a moustache, and, the boys noticed, 
was walking with a distinct limp. He went slowly 
up the steps to the building and into the entrance 
hall. 

Both officers and the two boys slipped from the car 
and followed quietly. Inside, they saw the stranger go 
directly to the reception desk and heard him ask to see 
Mr Baker-Jones. 

“Your name, please?” the man asked politely, 

“Phillips.” 

Instantly the inspector went forward. “We'd like to 
ask you a few questions, Mr Phillips,” he said. 

The stranger swung round quickly, Suddenly Joe 
gasped. Then he dashed up to the man and stood, stock~ 
still, staring at him. The bushy-haired caller straight- 
ened up and smiled. 

“Joe! Chet!” he said in a familiar voice. 
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Chet’s mouth flew open. ‘‘Wh-a-at! Mr Hardy!” He 
gaped. “Boy oh boy! You had me fooled!” 

“But not Joe,” the detective said. 

“What does this mean?” Inspector Knight asked, 
greatly perplexed. 

Moving away from the reception desk, Mr Hardy 
stripped off his moustache and wig. He introduced 
himself quickly to the Canadian police officer, then 
explained, “I thought I would be able to foil the rune 
stone crooks by coming up here in disguise—make them 
think I was still in Bayport.” He chuckled. “I didn’t 
figure on getting caught by my own son!” 

“Pm sorry, Dad,” Joe said. “Guess maybe I spoiled 
your plan.” 

“T doubt it,’ Mr Hardy said, putting an arm round 
his son’s shoulders. ‘You boys were really on the 
alert—I’m proud of you!” 

He turned to Inspector Knight. ‘As long as we're 
both here, perhaps we can compare notes on this case.” 

“Fine, Mr Hardy,” said the inspector. “I’ve wanted 
to meet you for a long time. Only I’m afraid my 
department hasn’t turned up any new leads to that 
impostor or to the stolen stone and money.” 

“How is Mr Baker-Jones?” Joe asked. 

“The hospital told me this morning,” Inspector 
Knight replied, ‘that he is improving, but still in no 
condition to answer questions.” 

“Well, we'll keep working on the case,” Mr Hardy 
promised. 

The Bayport group said goodbye to the officers, then 
went back to the detective’s hotel room for a conference. 

Joe told his father about the knife thrower and gave 
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him details of the Fort Smith and Slave River trip. He 
explained where Frank and Caribou were and about 
their continuing hunt for the stolen float plane. Mr 
Hardy was expecially interested to hear that they had 
found one of the petrol drums and a wrench from 
Yellowknife 

Joe asked, “Dad, have you had any more news from 
Sam Radley?” 

“Yes,” replied the detective. “Just before I left home 
Thad a report. Sam thinks the lodge thefts gang is still 
operating around Great Slave Lake. He, Biff, and Tony 
have traced them as far as the town of Snowdrift, 
That’s the last Pve heard.” 

Joe looked thoughtful. “Dad,” he said, “I have a 
hunch there might be another motive behind these 
lodge thefts besides burglary. The gang might be using 
the stolen float plane for some other purpose.” 

“You have a point there, Joe,” his father agreed. 
“Finding the plane would be a big step in cracking the 
case 

“We'll get back to Fort Smith as early as possible 
tomorrow,” Joe proposed, “‘and help Frank and 
Caribou search by air.” 

“Good,” said the detective. “I'll remain here in case 
Ican speak with Mr Baker-Jones.” 

Chet offered to make reservations for a morning 
flight. This done, the three showered, then had a juicy 
steak dinner, 

Afterwards, Joe sent a telegram to the Hudson’s Bay 
Company store at Fort Smith telling Frank that he and 
Chet would be there by the following midday. After a 
quick breakfast the following morning, Joe and Chet 
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took the plane back to Fort Smith. When they landed, 
Frank and Caribou were waiting at the airport to greet 
them. 

“‘What’s new?” Frank asked. 

“Our dad has changed his name,” said Joe, grinning, 
and told the story. 


Frank laughed heartily. 

“T’'ve arranged to hire a float plane,” he said. “It’s 
moored at a dock on the river.” 

“Today,” Caribou boomed, “four luck will be better! 
Wesearch by air for thestolen plane.” 


Shortly afterwards, with Frank at the controls, the 
foursome took off. Soon they were clear of the airfield 
and circling over and away from the town of Fort 
Smith. ‘We'll fly a box search, south of Great Slave 
Lake and west of Snowdrift,” Frank announced. 
“Keep your eyes open for any sign of the stolen 
plane.” 

‘The four were silent as they peered intently out of the 
windows. They flew for an hour in the planned pattern. 
Not one of the searchers spotted the slightest clue to the 


“Bon tonnerre!” Caribou burst out finally. “These 
‘woods are too thick to see into!” 

The plane droned on, over one small lake after 
another. Chet’s head was nodding sleepily when Joe 
sat up sharply and called out, “I see something!” He 
pointed to an L-shaped body of water. “‘There’s the 
plane!” 

“‘Sacre bleu!” Caribou thundered. ‘We find it! I told 
you our luck would be better.” 

‘The young pilot banked the light plane around and 
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they went down low, retracing their course over the 
lake. The craft Joe had sighted was resting in the middle 
of the water. The trees at the edge of the lake were tall 
and the undergrowth thick. 

“It’s going to be tricky to land down there,” Frank 
said, circling again. “But here goes!” 

He slowed the engine enough to sideslip over 
the high trees and on to the surface of the lake. As they 
straightened out for the downwind leg of the approach, 
Joe suddenly shouted to Frank. 

“Tt’s just an old wreck! One of the wings is in the 
water!” 

“We're already committed to this landing,” Frank 
told him. “We'll have to go ahead. Keep your fingers 
crossed.” The plane continued to drop into the landing 
position. Frank lowered the rudder and started pulling 
the throttle back. 

Suddenly Caribou shouted in alarm, “Watch out! 
Logs!” 

Directly beyond and just under the surface of the 
water, they could see a twisted tangle of rough logs. 
‘The float planc was heading right for them! Would they 
manage to avoid certain disaster? 

For a moment everyone stared ahead. Then Frank 
jammed the throttle forward, and eased backon the stick 
gradually. 

“I must be careful. I mustn’t rush it. Too much lift 
will throw us into a stall,” he told himself, determined 
not to panic. 

From behind came Chet’s frantic cry. “The trees! 
‘Watch the trees!” 

Frank’s brow glistened with perspiration as he 
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manipulated the stick gently. The dark woods loomed 
up ahead of them as their old plane climbed slowly. The 
boys gritted their teeth and Caribou clenched his seat 
belt until his knuckles grew white. 

The plane seemed to be barely rising. Would they 
gain altitude in time to avoid a crash? 


-N1- 


Surprise Tactics 


“Hane on!” Frank shouted, holding the throttle hard 
ahead. 

The plane banked sharply on its side. As the towering 
black-green spruce trees loomed up at them, the three 
passengers braced themselves for a collision. 

But the old craft responded instantly and slipped 
across the trees, riding on the left wing. The boys could 
hear the boughs scrape the underside of the plane. The 
floats jerked as they were caught momentarily, then 
released by the tree-tops. 

Frank righted the plane, pulling back hard on the 
stick. The craft was in the clear! 

“Whew!” He let out his breath slowly, blinking as 
his taut nerves relaxed. ‘“That was a tight one!” He 
could hear sighs of relief from his companions. 

Joc leaned forward in his seat and gripped Frank’s 
shoulder. ‘Pretty fancy flying, brother!” he said, and 
Chet and Caribou added their praise. 

“Tt was a good workout,” Frank said modestly. “Now 
back to the search.” 

He circled the aircraft over the lake again, staying 
higher this time. Grimly Joe pointed to the submerged 
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logs on each side of the wrecked plane. They were roped 


together. 

“Those logs were put there deliberately,” he said. 
“Someone went to a lot of trouble to booby-trap us!” 

“The thieves know we hunt for them,” Caribou 
muttered. “We must be very careful!” 

The plane cruised over the lake and wooded area 
again. There was no one in sight, nor was there any 
trace ofa plane. 

“Wonder where the gang found that wreck?” Joe 
mused. 

“Tt could have been abandoned somewhere in these 
woods,” Frank suggested. “And they dragged it out 
on to the lake.” 

“That would have been a tough job,” Chet remarked. 

“Let’s get back to Forth Smith and report this to the 
Mounties,” Frank suggested. “Maybe they know 
something about it.” 

‘The others agreed, and they headed back to town. 
As they approached the landing, Frank radioed ahead 
for clearance. When he set down he taxied straight to 
the RCMP jetty. They went at once to the office. 
Corporal Fergus was there and listened intently to their 
story. 

“Could that abandoned plane have been found in 
the woods, Corporal?” asked Frank. 

“One was wrecked up there in the bush some time 
ago,” Fergus replied. “Whoever dragged it out to the 
lake must know the area well.” 

“Why?” Chet asked. 

“Not too many people were familiar with the location 
of that wreck,” the corporal answered. 
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“Would Abner Dulac be familiar with that territory, 
Caribou?” Frank asked suddenly. 

“Qui.” Caribou nodded. “That Dulac run his 
traplines through there many times.” 

“T’ve been trying to figure out why Dulac trailed us 
from Edmonton,” Frank said. ‘One reason could be 
he’s mixed up with the rune stone theft.” 

“Sounds possible,” Joe agreed. “‘And he either was 
on his way to warn his buddies about us, or wanted to 
stop our sleuthing cold—or both.” 

“He is a snake. He would do it,” Caribou declared 
angrily. 

Corporal Fergus said he would send several Mounted 
Police up to the area of the abandoned plane to look 
around. If they reported anything suspicious, he would 
let the Hardys know. 

When the brothers and their friends started back 
along the jetty towards their craft, Joe suddenly 
stopped. “There’s a guy nosing round our plane.” 

Quickly the three boys ran down the jetty. By now 
the fellow was leaning over, the upper half of his body 
inside the plane. Frank grasped him by the arm and 
pulled him up. 

“Biff!” he shouted in surprise. “Boy, it’s good to see 
you. But what are you doing here?” 

“Looking for you,” the lanky boy replied, grinning. 
“Your father cabled Sam, telling us where to reach 
you.” He added that Tony and Radley were in the town 
of Hay River. 

After Caribou joined them and introductions were 
made, Biff explained, “We tracked the gang to Hay 
River—west of the mouth of Slave River. But they're 
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plenty shrewd at eluding us. So Sam wants you all to 
come up and join forces with us. I came in on the early- 
morning plane.” 

The Hardys and Chet then brought Biff up to date 
on their own experiences and detective work—both on 
the Viking rune stone mystery and the lodge thefts 
case. 

“I hate to give up the search for Keating and his fuel 
drums,” Frank concluded. “And I’d like to find out if 
Abner Dulac is mixed up with the thieves.” 

“Me, too!” Caribou put in hotly. “You boys go to 
Hay River. I will stay here and watch for Dulac.” 

“All right, Caribou,” Frank agreed, smiling at the 
trapper. “You can have first crack at your friend 
Dulac!” 

“‘Bon tonnerre!”” Caribou exploded. “Friend, never!” 

After the boys had attended to having the hired 
plane fuelled and inspected, they had lunch, then bid 
goodbye to the French-Canadian. Joe slid into the 
pilot’s seat, and with Frank, Chet, and Biffas passengers, 
taxied out on to the river. The take-off was smooth and 
rapid and soon the plane was heading out over the 
dense spruce forest on the northwestern route to the 
town of Hay River. 

When they came in sight of the town, Joc landed the 
float plane and tied up at an airfield jetty. The four 
jumped out and Biff led them down the main street toa 
small, old hotel where Sam Radley and Tony were 

“Hi! Swell to see you!” they were greeted excitedly. 
Sam Radley, a man of medium height, wiry build, and 
thinning sandy hair, shook their hands. 
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The groups exchanged accounts of their recent 
activities on the mysteries. 

“There’s no doubt,” said Sam, “‘that the gang we're 
after has some thoroughly experienced woodsmen.” 

“We feel they’re close by,” added Tony, “‘and so do 
the Mounties.” 

“The thieves’ operations seem to centre around 
lodges on the shore of Great Slave Lake,” Sam con- 
tinued. “So far, they’ve never stolen from places 
inland.” 

Frank said thoughtfully, “It could be coincidence of 
course—but the locale of these lodge thefts and the 
finding of the Viking rune stone is the same—Great 
Slave Lake.” 

Joe threw his brother a keen glance. “In other words, 
you think it isn’t coincidence—that there’s a connection 
between the two mysteries.” 

“Yes,” Frank replied with conviction. “For two 
reasons; our radio antenna was knocked down while 
Dad was receiving your report on the lodge thefts, Sam. 
Kelly could have been eavesdropping outside. And,” 
he went on, “Kelly is also a suspect in the missing rune 
stone case,” 

Joe broke in. ‘‘That means those new hundred- 
dollar bills stolen from Caribou and the ones used to 
pay for the fuel drums in Fort Smith are from the same 
batch of money.” 

Frank looked excited. “If our theory’s right, we’re 
after the same bunch of thieves—not two separate 

p 

“Tn that case,” said Sam Radley, “‘it’s a good thing 

we did get together on the mysterics.” 
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The six friends continued their speculations until 
bedtime. The next morning after breakfast Frank and 
Joe decided to scout the Great Slave Lake area around 
Hay River. The Hardys flew off, turning east towards 
the mouth of Slave River. 

‘As they flew along the southern shore, cruising at a 
low altitude, Joe said excitedly, ‘I see a group of men 
below. They’re digging!” 

“And it obviously isn’t a well, from the rectangular 
shape ofthe hole,” Frank commented, after circling over 
the figures below. “My guess is they're looking for 
something.” 

“Tf it’s any kind of a legitimate enterprise, I imagine 
the Mounties at Hay River will know about it,” Joe 
suggested. “‘Let’s go back and check!” 

When they returned and told their friends about the 
excavation, Sam Radley looked puzzled and at once 
called the Hay River RCMP station. When he returned, 
he said, “The officers there know nothing about any 
digging in this vicinity.” 

“Think the fellows you saw might be the thieves?” 
Tony asked Frank and Joe. 

“We couldn’t tell, of course,” Frank replied. “How 
about our finding out, though?” 

“T suggest we go up there tonight and investigate,” 
Sam advised. “If the men are members of the gang, we 
don’t want to scare them off.” 

The others concurred, and as soon as darkness had 
fallen that evening, the group set out. They went down 
to the dock and climbed into a boat with an outboard 
that Sam had hired. They used the engine until they 
drew near the spot where Frank and Joe had seen the 
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diggers, then turned it off and rowed to shore. They 
beached the craft and crept along the sandy bank. 
Suddenly Joe whispered, “Someone has a fire 


The group headed silently towards the glowing light. 
Like trained and skilful woodsmen, they approached 
without a sound. Ahead, six rough-looking, unshaven 
men were seated around a small, dying campfire. They 
evidently had just finished eating supper, and. were 
leaning back, relaxed. The boys and Sam could not 
make out the men’s features in the flickering, uncertain 
light. 

Suddenly one of the campers spoke. ‘“How’s the 
translation of the stone coming?” he asked. 

The man seated next to him shrugged and answered, 
“I’m making progress on the symbols, but slowly.” 

Frank turned to Sam Radley and whispered excitedly, 
“Symbols! These men must be the rune stone crooks!” 

Radley nodded in agreement. ‘Okay, fellows,” he 
murmured. “We may be able to take them off guard 
and capture the whole crew!” 

In whispered agreement they decided that upon a 
signal from Radley, the pursuers would swoop down on 
their quarry. Chet nodded and rubbed his damp palms 
together, then set himself for the spring. But before 
Radley could say “charge,” Chet’s right toe caught on 
a vine and down he went with an “oomph” that 
resounded through the stillness of the dark forest. 

“‘Oh, for Pete’s sake!” Joe moaned, 

“Get ’em!” Radley shouted. 

The six strangers, however, had been amply warned, 
and were on their way before the boys could move in. 
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Snatching up their gear, they ran off into the darkness 
with muttered curses. Only one man straggled, and 
Joc pounced on him. 

The rest clustered round Joe as he pulled the lone 
captive to his feet. The Hardys gasped and exclaimed 
in surprise, “Kelly!” 

‘The thin, pale captive, not wearing a head bandage, 
showed no change of expression. He stared at the 
brothers with cold, blank eyes. 

“What are you doing here?” Joe snapped. “Where’s 
the Viking rune stone?” 

Kelly remained sullenly silent. 

“T guess he’s not talking, boys,” said Radley. ‘Let’ 
search his duffle.” 

Joe picked up the canvas bag and pulled out the 
contents. Among the camping equipment he found an 
oddly-shaped package wrapped in brown paper. 
“Look!” he cried, untying it and holding up a slab of 
stone about eighteen inches long and six inches wide. It 
was covered with angular slanting lines. 

“The rune stone!” Joe cried. ““We’ve found it!” 

Sam Radley and Tony, meanwhile, had securely 
bound the prisoner. They joined the others in scrutiniz~ 
ing the heavy stone and its strange markings. 

“J guess one mystery is almost solved,” Chet said, 
beaming. 

“We'd better not count on that until we get Kelly 
back to Hay River and the stone’s authenticity is 
verified,” Sam Radley said. 

The Hardys agreed. ‘‘Also,” Frank said, “we have to 
track down the rest of the gang and find out whether 
or not they ave the lodge thieves.” 
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The captors took Kelly back to the boat with them, 
then motored swiftly to Hay River and went directly to 
the Mountie station with the fugitive from Bayport. 

“Fine work, boys,” the inspector on duty said, after 
hearing their story. “I'll hold this man and contact 
Police Chief Collig for verification.” 

The police took the still-silent prisoner into custody 
and said that they would let the Hardys and Radley 
know if he revealed anything under questioning. 

When Frank and Joe showed them the stone, the 
Mounties were amazed and impressed by the find. 
“This looks like the real thing,” the officer said, examin- 
ing the carved tablet. 

“T told you!” Chet exulted to his companions, 

Sam Radley shook his head doubtfully, “I’m not 
convinced,” he said. 

“Nor am I,” Frank declared. “Getting the stone 
back seemed too easy!” 

“Well,” Joe put in, “I’m not such a pessimist. I’m 
going to call Dad and tell him our news.” 

“Help yourself.” The officer gestured to his tele- 
phone. Joe placed the call to his father in Edmonton. 

“Good work!” said Mr Hardy, after hearing the full 
story. “But don’t jump to conclusions!” 

“Allright, Dad,” said Joe. “What's our next move?” 

“You and Frank bring the stone to Edmonton,” the 
detective replied. ‘Tell the others to stay in Hay River 
and keep out of sight. Ask Sam to contact me every 
day.” 

‘Will do, Dad,” Joe said. “See you soon. So long.” 

‘The Mountie agreed to let the boys take the stone 
along and had them sign a receipt forit. 
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After Joe had relayed his father’s instructions to his 
companions, the whole group went to bed, tired from 
the excitement of the evening. 

The next day the Hardys made the flight to Edmon- 
ton, arriving in the late afternoon. It was a smooth 
trip, and when they landed at the bustling airport, the 
boys hurried to the terminal. Frank carried the stone, 
carefully wrapped and tied. 

‘As they rushed outside to a taxi, Frank stopped 
suddenly and pointed to a stack of newspapers on a 
stand close by. The Hardys stared in astonishment at a 
headline on the first page: 

Rone Stone Founp 
Hardy and Sons Return to States 
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Offbeat Assignment 


“Come on. Let’s find out what this is all about!” Frank 
urged. 

He and Joe took a taxi directly to the hotel where 
their father was staying. They walked swiftly through 
the foyer and took the lift to the detective’s suite. 

When Mr Hardy opened the door, both boys started 
to speak at once. “The rune stone case is solved?” 
Frank asked, and Joe said, “We saw the newspaper . . .” 

They broke off in surprise when the detective smiled 
broadly. “‘Come in,” he said. “I'll explain.” 

He shut the door. Frank and Joe quickly sat down. 
“The Edmonton newspaper,” Mr Hardy continued, 
“thas agreed to co-operate with us on this rune stone 
business. That headline about our returning home was 
to throw the thieves still at large off course.” He 
chuckled. ‘In the same way it did you two.”” 

“J get it,” Frank said. “In case the stone is a fake.” 

Joe gave a low whistle. ‘Neat manoeuvre.” 

Frank then unwrapped the stone for his father’s 
inspection. “When can we find out if this is genuine, 
Dad?” 

“Perhaps tomorrow,” the detective answered. “Mr 
Baker-Jones is much better, but the doctor in charge 
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said that he should gain strength for a day before we 
talk to him.” 

Mr Hardy examined the stone and its markings 
closely. 

“Tt certainly fits the description we got,” Joe 
observed hopefully. 

“Yes, it does,” Mr Hardy agreed. “But we'll find out 
positively when Baker-Jones sees it.” 

That evening the three had dinner in the seclusion 
of the detective’s hotel room. The next morning, as 
soon as the hospital would allow them to see the 
London Museum representative, the Hardys rushed 
over with the rune stone. 

When they entered his room, Peter Baker-Jones was 
sitting up in bed. He looked pale and weak. The tall 
Englishman, who had a neatly clipped moustache, 
acknowledged Mr Hardy’s introductions formally. But 
upon hearing why they had come, the patient’s eyes 
brightened. 

“The rune stone!” His voice shook with excitement. 
“Please! Let me see it quickly?” 

Mr Hardy unwrapped the stone, and handed it to 
the expert on runic writings. The man put on his 
spectacles and carefully studied the tablet as the visitors 
waited tensely. A look of disappointment spread over 
the Englishman’s face. 

“This stone is not authentic,” he said wearily, but 
with certainty. “I can tell by the sharp edges of the 
lines that it was not carved in the ninth century. It is a 
rather clever imitation.” 

“So—this Viking stone was faked—to decoy us off 
the case if the opportunity should arise,” Joe said 
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angrily. “Boy! Are they clever! We'll have to work fast 
before the crooks decipher the real one and find the 
treasure.” 

‘The Londoner was greatly agitated. “How can they 
be stopped?” he asked. 

The Hardy’s gave him a rapid account of their 
sleuthing, and the older detective said, ‘‘We’ll let the 
gang think their ruse worked.” 

Frank now told the men of his belief that the lodge 
thieves operating round Great Slave Lake and the 
rune stone robbers were the same gang. 

Mr Hardy smiled. “I agree. All we have to do is 
prove it—and capture the other gang members.” 

“How can we convince them we've given up the case,” 
Joe asked, “if we continue tosearch for them?” 

“The thieves must be made to believe we’ve returned 
to the States, and Mr Baker-Jones to England,” the 
detective replied. 

Mr Hardy then revealed a plan he had worked out. 
He suggested that the museum representative be taken 
secretly to a convalescent home outside Edmonton. 
“You can regain your strength there, Mr Baker-Jones, 
and when we find the real rune stone, we'll need your 
help for verification.” 

‘Mr Baker-Jones agreed to this suggestion. Fenton 
Hardy talked to the hospital authorities, and it was 
agreed that the Englishman would be moved quietly 
the next morning. When the Hardys left Baker-Jones, 
they told him that they would contact him at the 
convalescent home. 

“Now let’s get down to police headquarters,” Mr 
Hardy said. “We're going to need one of their men.” 
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When they arrived, the detective and his sons hurried 
to Inspector Knight’s office. After an exchange of 
greetings and news, Mr Hardy asked him, “Is there a 
tall, thin man in your department we can borrow, 
Inspector?” 

The man’s ‘eyebrows raised in surprise, but he 
answered, “‘Yes, there is. And you’re welcome to use 
his services.” 

Frank grinned. “Dad, you're planning another 
impersonation—only not for yourself—right ?” 

“Exactly!” The detective went on to. explain that 
he, Joe, and Frank would board a plane for the States, 
taking with them someone to pose as Peter Baker- 
Jones. 

The inspector nodded understandingly. “‘And that’s 
the role for my man. I'll get him now.” 

Knight left his office and returned with a tall 
policeman. “This is Officer Brent.” 

“Let’s see how you look with a moustache,” Mr 
Hardy said, after explaining the ruse. The detective 
handed Brent a false moustache. 

When the officer held it in place, Joe burst out, 
“Terrific! With a hat and raincoat on, no one will 
know you’re not Peter Baker-Jones!” 

‘The group agreed to meet at the Hardys’ hotel later 
that afternoon. They would take the plane bound for 
America, but would get offat Calgary. 

The boys and Mr Hardy returned to their hotel. 
After a late lunch, they left for the airport with “Mr 
Baker-Jones,” who was bundled up and walking slowly, 
the two boys supporting him, Joe carried a suitcase, 
When they boarded the plane, Mr Hardy whispered to 
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Frank, “T think our plan is working. I’m sure we're 
being watched!” 

The airliner took off for the United States on 
schedule, and when it dropped ‘down at Calgary, the 
four alighted. The policeman went into the cloak-room, 
and when he rejoined the others, he was minus his 
disguise and carrying the suitcase. The Hardys said 
goodbye and thanked him as he rushed off to make the 
next flight back'to Edmonton. F 

“We'll go straight to Hay River,” Mr Hardy told 
his sons, “There’s a flight by way of Saskatoon this 
afternoon.” 

They had dinner on the plane and arrived at Hay 
River late that night. It was still light, since the Arctic 
summer sun was just setting. 

“We're notching up more miles than a veteran airline 
pilot,” said Frank, yawning. 

“We could use a good night’s sleep,” Mr Hardy 
agreed, “We'll hunt for Sam and the boys tomorrow.” 

The next morning the three sleuths were up early. 
At breakfast, Joe said, “The Mounties probably can 
tell us where Sam and the fellows arc hiding.” 

“We'll check with them,” his father said. 

When they arrived at the RCMP station, the officer 
in charge told the famous detective and his sons the 
route to the hiding place of Radley and the three boys. 

“They're in an abandoned schoolhouse on the 
northern outskirts of town,” said the officer, spreading 
out a map on the desk, Pointing with a pencil, he 
continued, “If you follow this trail, you'll come to a 
field. The school house is right beyond that.” 

The Hardys thanked him and left the station, going 
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by way of back streets to the edge of town. They made 
their way through the high grass of the field and came 
upon a ramshackle wooden school building. When they 
knocked, there was no answer until Mr Hardy identified 
himself. Suddenly the door was pulled open and the 
trio stepped inside. 

“Boy! Are we glad to see you back in one piece!” 
Chet grinned as they all shook hands. 

“So far so good!” Joe laughed. 

The Hardys’ friends listened closely while the 
detectives related the recent events in Edmonton. 

“T thought that stone was a fake,” Sam said grimly. 

“Have you found any clues to the gang’s hide-out ?” 
Joe asked him. 

“Well, Chet might have,” Radley replied. 

Tt was the Hardys’ turn to listen with keen interest as 
Chet told his story. 

“Last night I sneaked out for food,” the chubby boy 
said, “and went to the restaurant nearest here. I bought 
some food at the back entrance and on my way past the 
side of the place, I overheard some men talking by an 
open window in the dining room. One mentioned 
something about ‘thestone, ” 

Joe snapped his fingers. “Maybe the thieves hang 
‘out there!” 

“T have an idea,” Frank said. “Joe, you and I will 
apply for jobs in the restaurant's kitchen. If the thieves 
show up tonight, maybe we'll be able to capture them.” 

“Tl make a great odd-job boy.” Joe grinned. “Frank, 
you can be dishwasher!” 

“Thanks a lot!” Frank grimaced. ‘But anything in 
the line of duty! All right, let’s apply!” 
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The two boys left, but returned to the schoolhouse an 
hour later with news that they had received part-time 
jobs and would start work that night. 

“The restaurant isn’t open until evening,” Joe 
explained. 

At the appointed time the brothers reported and got 
busy with their chores. At every opportunity they 
observed the patrons in the small dining room. To their 
disappointment neither boy saw nor heard anything 
suspicious. 

It was near midnight when Joe, mopping the floor 
by the half-open kitchen door, noticed two men come 
into the dining room. As they walked over to join 
several hard-looking men seated at a table, Joe heard 
one of the pair ask, ““What'll become of Kelly? Do you 
know?” 

Joe beckoned to his brother. Frank hurried over. The 
boys pressed against the wall near the door, straining to 
catch every word that was said. 

“Kelly’s biding his time,” the second man was 
saying. “We'll meet him at the place now that the 
Hardys have gone back!” 

Was it possible these men did not know Kelly was in 
jail? 

: “What place?” someone asked, The boys recognized 
the voice of the man who had spoken first. 

‘There was no answer, but the boys heard the ring of 
a coin hitting the tabletop. Joe cautiously peered round 
the corner, 

Bang! A waiter balancing a tray loaded with dishes 
hit the door from the other side, The tray crashed to the 
floor. 
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‘The waiter, furious, pushed the door wide open to 
reveal the Hardy boy crouching in the entrance. Joe, 
taken by surprise, saw that the group of tough-looking 
men in the dining room were staring at him. 

Suddenly one jumped up. “It’s one of those Hardy 
kids!” he yelled. “Get him!” 
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Explosion! 


“Ler’s go!” Frank dashed for the back door. Joe 
dropped the mop and ran after him. 

As their pursuers leaped towards the kitchen, the 
waiter turned to retrieve the tray, and collided with the 
first man. The two went down with a thud, landing on 
the floor among the broken dishes. 

“Blast!” cried a burly fellow behind them, and 
pushed past the two into the kitchen. 

‘The Hardys heard the commotion as they hurried 
outside and into a dark alleyway behind the building. 

“This way,” Frank whispered, as he whirled to the 
left. Joe followed. 

Thcy ran round to the front and across the road, 
passing through the light streaming from the window 
of the restaurant. Suddenly they heard the door bang 
open and a harsh voice yell, “There they go!” 

“After them!” came a raucous cry. 

The boys jumped into a deep ditch on the other side 
of the road. As they darted along the narrow gully they 
could hear pounding footsteps behind them. A short 
distance ahead Frank saw a culvert just large enough 
for them to crawl into. 

“In here,” he said, and jumped into the opening. 
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Joe leaped in after him, and the brothers crouched 
in the dark, damp space. They held their breath until 
all the pursuers had run past and continued on. In a 
few moments the sound of footsteps died away and the 
men’s voices faded into the distance, 

“Let’s go!” Joe urged. 

“Wait!” cautioned his brother. “More of the gang 
may be coming. We'll crawl through and out the other 
end.” 

The boys had just pulled themselves out of the culvert 
when they heard a yell from the spot where they had 
been hiding. 

“‘Here’s a culvert!” came a man’s excited voice. 
“Search it!” 

Then another voice came from the darkness. “You 
look there and I’ll check down the road.” 

Tensely the boys waited for the man’s approach. 
“We'lljump him,” Frank muttered. 

A few seconds later they heard footsteps. Ready for 
the attack, the boys waited until the man was almost 
upon them, then leaped out. 

Frank clamped a hand over the man’s mouth and 
Joe made a flying tackle round his knees, bringing 
him to the ground. The Hardys pinioned his arms 
tightly. 

Joe whipped out his handkerchief and gagged the 
husky captive. Then the boys hauled him to his 
feet. 

“Let’s get him to the Mounties,” Joe urged. 

“Right,” Frank agreed. 

The boys marched the prisoner through the deserted 
back streets to the RCMP station. When they entered. 
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the station, the officer at the desk looked up in surprise, 

“We're sure this man is one of the rune stone 
thieves,” Frank told him. ‘There were some other men 
after us. Sorry we couldn’t capture them.” 

The desk officer hurried to call the inspector, who 
came over to the office immediately. He searched the 
prisoner carefully and pulled out a wallet. 

“Hank Fogert! Is that your name?” the inspector 
asked the surly-looking man. There was no answer. 

“He’s a United States citizen, boys,” the inspector 
said, “according to these papers!” 

Frank was sure the man was one of those whom the 
Hardys had surprised at the campsite. He might know 
about the mysterious digging operations. Frank faced 
the prisoner and asked, “What were you and your pals 
digging for on the lake shore?” 

Fogert looked startled, but would say nothing. 

“Well, Fogert, we'll give you time in a cell,” the 
officer said brusquely. “Then maybe you'll feel like 
talking. The charges against you are attempted assault 
and battery and suspicion oflarceny.” 

The prisoner glared defiantly as he shuffled off with 
a guard. At the door he looked round at the Hardys. 
“Kelly will get even with you!” he snarled, then was 
led away. 

“Kelly must bea pretty important guy in that gang,” 
Frank remarked. “Maybe he’s the top man.” 

“He must be at least one of the lieutenants,” Joe 
surmised, as the brothers walked down the front steps 
of the police station. 

They returned to the schoolhouse to find everyone 
wide awake waiting for them. 
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“Did anything happen at the restaurant?” Chet 
asked eagerly. 

“Oh, nothing much,” Frank said, grinning at his 
brother. 

“No, nothing much,” Joe said. “We just captured 
another one of the rune stone thieves!” 

After excited exclamations from Mr Hardy and their 
friends, Frank and Joe told about the chase and capture 
of Hank Fogert. When they had finished their account, 
Sam said, “Great work! We're really whittling down 
that gang!” 

“Yes, but we still haven’t found the real stone,” 
Frank remarked. “I vote that first thing in the morn- 
ing we investigate the shore where the crooks were 
digging.” 

Tt was decided to separate into two groups. Sam, with 
Frank, Biff and Tony, would go to the digging site to 
learn, if possible, what the gang was up to. The others 
would remain at the schoolhouse hideout. 

‘The seven crawled into their sleeping bags. They 
awoke at sunrise, and after eating a hearty breakfast, 
Sam and the three boys set out. They hurried to the 
cove where Sam had secreted his boat and climbed 
in. 

The craft hugged the shore of Great Slave Lake, and 
presently Frank pointed ahead. ‘‘There’s where we 
spotted the diggers.” 

Ina few minutes the boat was beached. The foursome 
found the rectangular excavation and examined it 
closely. 

“What do you suppose those guys were hunting for?” 
Tony asked. 
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“The Viking treasure mentioned on the rune stone!” 
Frank frowned. “That is, if they’ve deciphered the 
symbols.” 

“T wonder what the treasure is?” Biff mused. 

“Let’s search in the hole,” Frank said, jumping 
down. “Maybe there’s a clue here!” 

The others joined him and spread out along the 
narrow excavation. 

Suddenly Tony called out, “Here’s something!” He 
bent down. “‘It’s a wire!” 

Frank was standing near him. As Tony grabbed the 
wire and pulled, Frank yelled, “Look out!” and 
leaping aside, pulled Tony to the ground with him. 

Bah-room! A huge cloud of dust and pebbles rose 
high into the air and the earth shuddered with an 
underground explosion. Frank and Tony, though 
shaken, were unhurt. As the dust cleared, they saw 
Sam and Biff some distance away, struggling to their 
feet. 

“‘Wh-a-at happened?” Biff demanded, when he and 
Sam ran up. 

“A booby trap!” Frank stated grimly, rising. “We're 
lucky to be alive!” 

Tony got to his feet, brushing the dust from his 
clothes. ‘‘What caused the explosion?” he asked. 

“Dynamite!” Sam replied tensely. ‘They’re really 
eager to get rid of us, so they came back and booby- 
trapped this spot, knowing we'd investigate it.” 

“That wire I pulled triggered off the blast!” Tony 
realized in horror. ‘‘Thanks to me, we could have been 
blown sky-high!” 

Just then Frank’s attention was attracted by a 
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tattered piece of paper sticking out of the dirt. He 
picked it up. 

‘A map!” said Frank, as the others gathered round 
to look. “It covers this whole area.” 

“There’s Hay River,” Tony observed. “And there’s 
Fort Smith and the Wood Buffalo National Park.” 

“Probably dropped by the thieves,” Sam surmised. 
“But nothing special is marked on it.” 

‘Wood Buffalo Park,” Frank repeated thoughtfully. 
“Of course! Wood Buffalo Park!” 

“What do you mean?” Biff asked. 

“When Joe and I were working in the restaurant, 
one of the gang asked where ‘the place’ was. The 
answer was the sound ofa coin hitting the table.” 

“So?” Tony looked mystified. 

“Well, I’ve had a hunch it was a signal or code, and 
T’ve been trying to figure out exactly what kind. I 
think I have it,” Frank continued, “It could have been 
anickel—an American buffalo nickel!” 

“Bet you're right!” Tony cried out excitedly. “The 
gang is hiding out in Wood Buffalo Park!” 

“With the stolen rune stone!” Biff added. 

Back at the schoolhouse, the four related their 
morning’s experience. Chet turned pale. “Dynamite!” 
he quavered, “Those guys must be getting desperate.” 

Mr Hardy said gravely, “We must round up the rest 
of them—and soon.” 

Frank now told his theory about Buffalo National 
Park, 

“Sounds logical,” said Mr Hardy. “I believe it’s 
worth checking out!” 

“How?” Joe asked. 
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“Maybe we can trick Fogert into divulging some 
information,” his father replied. 

The detective and his sons went immediately to the 
RCMP station. When they arrived, the officer in 
charge agreed to let them question the prisoner. 

“We got no response from him,” he said grimly. 
“Maybe you'll have better luck. I'll bring him in.” 

As Hank Fogert was led in by the officer and a police 
guard, Frank greeted him casually. “‘The boss sends his 
best from Wood Buffalo Park,” he said. 

Fogert stopped suddenly, obviously startled by the 
remark. “How—” he began, looking puzzled. Suddenly 
the expression on his face turned from one of surprise to 
fierce anger when he realized that he had been trapped. 

“Why, you—” he snarled, and lunged towards 

rank, 
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Buffalo Park Clue 


“No, you don’t!” Mr Hardy stepped quickly in front of 
the thug. 

The detective fell back, however, as the burly 
prisoner threw his full weight against him. Mr Hardy 
instantly regained his balance, but by this time the 
police guard had overpowered Fogert. Nevertheless, he 
kicked out viciously and struck the detective on his 
Imeecap. 

“Take Fogert to his cell!” Mr Hardy said. “He has 
already told us what we wanted to know.” 

Fogert jerked his head like a snake ready to strike, 
and staring at the Hardys with hatred gleaming in his 
eyes, he said snccringly, “We're not through yct—not 
bya long shot.” The guard led him off, 

Joe turned to the inspector and asked, “Is anyone in 
the cell next to Fogert?” 

“Just a petty thief, I doubt if he knows anything 
about Fogert, but you’re welcome to question him.” 

“Thanks,” Mr Hardy said. ‘‘We will.” 

The detective and his sons followed the officer down 
a corridor to a small, dimly lighted room fronted by 
long steel bars, A wizened little man sat forlornly on a 
narrow bed. He looked up glumly when the detective 
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addressed him. ‘‘Has the prisoner next door talked to 
you?” 

“Nope,” the man answered. “The only time that 
‘Yank talks is in his sleep. Snores and talks all night 
long,” the man complained. “I haven’t had any shut- 
eye since he came.” 

“Thank you,” Mr Hardy said, turning abruptly and 
walking back down the hall. His sons followed quickly. 

“What's up?” Joe asked when they were back in the 
Mounties’ office. 

“T think we're going to listen in on Hank Fogert 
tonight,” Mr Hardy replied. “He might say something 
interesting in his sleep.” 

“Terrificidea, Dad!” Frank said enthusiastically. 

The Hardys conferred with the Mountie inspector 
about the idea. The officer agreed, and it was decided 
to have tape-recording equipment and a microphone 
hidden in Fogert’s cell. 

“Let’s hope the noisy ‘Yank’ tells us more in his sleep 
than he does when he’s awake,” Joe said as they 
started back to the schoolhouse. 

“And that what he says will give us a solid clue,” 
Frank added, “‘either about the Viking stone or where 
the rest of the gang are.” 

The Hardys’ friends were enthusiastic when they 
heard of the hidden-recorder setup and discussed this 
new angle in the case. After lunch Mr Hardy looked 
round the group. With a chuckle he said: 

“T think we deserve a little holiday from detective 
work. How about trying some of the famous fishing in 
this area?” 

Everyone cheered the suggestion, and spent the 
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afternoon on the waters of Great Slave Lake. When the 
fishermen returned to the schoolhouse, Chet and Biff 
carried creels full of lake trout and grayling. 

“This is the life,” Chet declared later, as he and the 
others ate a hearty supper ofsucculent fried fish. 

“Enjoy it now.” Joe grinned. “Something tells me 
‘we won’t have much chance to fish from now on.”” 

Chet groaned in mock dismay. ‘“Meaning—back to 
the mystery full time.” 

“Tomorrow bright and early,” Frank assured him. 

Immediately after breakfast the next morning, Mr 
Hardy, Joe and Frank hurried directly to the RCMP 
station. The officer-greeted them and indicated a tape 
recorder on his desk. “<All set for you to play back,” he 
said. “I cut out most of the silent parts.” 

Frank started the machine, and the four bent over 
the tape, listening intently. ‘There was a short interval 
of quiet—then a raspy muttering could be heard. 

“Fogert!” Joe hissed excitedly. 

Another silence, followed by some unintelligible 
phrases. The Hardys glanced at one another in disap- 
pointment—was their plan to prove a fruitless one? 

Suddenly they tensed as Fogert’s recorded voice 
spoke again. ‘“‘Stone—shay,” he mumbled. “—Dulac— 
lake—” 

The listeners strained their ears, but no further words 
could be distinguished from the rest of the tape. The 
recorder was shut off and Joe burst out, “Stone! 
Dulac! Abner Dulac? The rune stone?” 

Elatedly the Hardys speculated on the words 
muttered by the sleeping prisoner. 

“T think Dulac is the key word,” Frank stated. “He 
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and Fogert know each other! Which means—Dulac is 
one of the rune stone gang.” 

Joe agreed. “And trailed us from Edmonton after 
Caribou spotted him.” 

Quickly they revealed what they knew of the 
‘unscrupulous trapper. 

“Shay—lake—” Frank repeated. “I don’t get ‘shay’ 
—and which lake? I doubt the gang would dare go back 
to Great Slave—” He broke off as a sudden thought 
struck him. “Say! Maybe the lake’s in Wood Buffalo 
Park!” 

Mr Hardy concurred. “I suggest heading straight 
for the park.” 

“You bet, Dad!” Joe said eagerly, 

“Shall we go back to Fort Smith and pick up the 
float plane for the trip?” Frank asked. 

“Yes,” his father replied. “Flying is the best way. We 
can check with the Mounties there, and get a permit to 
enter the park.” 

The Hardys hastened to the schoolhouse and briefed 
their friends on the latest findings. The group had a 
quick lunch, packed their rucksacks, and went to the 
Hay River airport. They were in time to board the 
early-afternoon plane for Fort Smith. 

When they landed at Fort Smith, Frank went to the 
terminal and telephoned Corporal Fergus. 

“The lodge gang seems to be operating near the 
Yellowknife area,” the Mountie reported. “Two lodges 
there have been robbed, but the thieves have eluded 
us.” 

“Yellowknife?” Joe repeated in surprise, when his 
brother relayed Corporal Fergus’s message. “That's 
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way up on the other side of Great Slave Lake—the gang 
is back in that area! Why?” 

“You think we've been wrong about there being just 
one gang?” Sam asked. 

Mr Hardy frowned. “Perhaps. But it could also be a 
manoeuvre on their part to split our forces.” 

“J see what you mean, sir,” Chet put in. “Now we 
don’t know whether to go to Yellowknife or to Wood 
Buffalo Park.” 

“Exactly. Well, we can’t take any chances,” Mr 
Hardy said. “Sam—you, Biff and Tony go on up to 
Yellowknife and check on the gang’s activities there. 
Chet, Frank, and Joe—you scout Wood Buffalo Park.” 

“What are you going to do, Dad?” Joe asked. 

“I’m going to stay here in Fort Smith,” the detective 
answered. “‘I’ll maintain radio contact with both 
groups. Frank, you can hire a short-wave portable at 
the Hudson’s Bay store. Sam, of course, has his own. I’d 
join you on the trip into the park, but I must admit my 
‘Imee’s been giving me a few twinges since my bout with 
Fogert. I wouldn’t be good for any long hikes!” 

“You take it easy, Dad,” Joe advised. “We're going 
to nab those thieves one place or another!” 

“We'd better get moving,” Frank said. 

“Right,” Mr Hardy agreed. “Sam, there’s a flight to 
‘Yellowknife leaving in half an hour. You three can take 
it.” 

‘The two groups separated, with Biff, Tony and Sam 
going off to buy tickets for the trip to Yellowknife, 

“We'll be in touch with you soon, sir,” Biff said to 
Mr Hardy as they all exchanged farewells, 

Then Frank, Joe and Chet, accompanied by Mr 
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Hardy, headed for the Wood Buffalo Park office. When 
they arrived, a helicopter was just landing in the small 
clearing outside the administration office. A stocky, 
muscular man, with a ruddy, weathered face, stepped 
from the cockpit. He smiled at the Hardys and Chet as 
he jumped to the ground. 

“Hello,” he said, coming towards them. “I’m Breen 
Connor. Were you looking for me?” 

Mr Hardy introduced himself and the boys and 
shook hands with the rugged-looking park superin- 
tendent. 

“Have you had any recent visitors applying for 
passes into the park?” Frank asked the official. 

“Yes, Frank,” Mr Connor answered. “Quite a few. 
Only one stranger though, a fellow named Fontain.” 

When Breen Connor described the man, the brothers 
and Chet looked excited. “That sounds like Abner 
Dulac!” Joe cried. “Where was he going?” 

“To Shag Lake,” Breen Connor replied. “He 
seemed to know the country well.” 

“Shay—Shag! That's what Fogert mumbled in his 
sleep!” Frank exclaimed. “‘Joc, we have a terrific clue!” 


The Grey Terror 


“SHac Lake!” Chet echoed in excitement. “That must 
be the gang’s hideout!” 

“The sooner we get there the better!” Frank said 
eagerly. 

“How about today?” Joe turned to the park super- 
intendent. “Can you issue us a pass now?” 

“Yes,” replied Breen Connor. “But if you’re going 
up there, you'd better study the area first. It’s wild, 
dangerous country!” 

He took the visitors into his office, and from a desk 
drawer pulled out a sheaf of papers. After he gave the 
required permit to the boys, the visitors sat down round 
a large table. The official brought over a detailed map 
of the area and spread it out. 

“Shag Lake is named after the shaggy buffalo in this 
area,” Breen Connor told them, pointing to the lake, 
in the park’s southeastern corner. ‘Watch those 
buffalo,” he warned. “They’re ferocious and so are 
the wolves.” 

“Great!” Chet muttered, growing a shade paler. 

“The Shag Lake region is strewn with great boulders, 
aresult ofan Ice Age moraine.” 

“Tt sounds like a good place for a hideout,” Joe said, 
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Breen Connor nodded in agreement, then asked, 
“How do you plan to get into the park?” 

“We're going by float plane,” Frank answered. 
“Where is the best place to keep it?” 

“Here on the south shore,” the man said, pointing, 
“Ss a small cove. It’s barely visible from the air. You 
could taxi in there and tie the plane to the rocks.” 

“Fine,” Frank said, standing up. “Thanks for all the 
information, sir. It'll be a big help.” 

Mr Hardy and his sons started to leave. As they 
walked outside, Breen Connor called after them. 

“Be careful, boys!” he advised. “The buffalo are 
often uneasy at this time of year. If you don’t bother 
them, they shouldn’t bother you, but anything unusual 
might start a stampede. Good luck!” 

“We'll need it!” Joe remarked, as the group hurried 
over to the Hudson’s Bay store. Here they bought 
provisions, hired a short-wave radio, and as a pre- 
caution, several rifles. Next Joe phoned the airport. The 
float plane would be fuelled and ready for them in half 
an hour. 

After eating dinner, the detective went with the boys 
to the airport jetty. “Keep me informed via radio,” he 
reminded the three boys, as they climbed aboard. “And 
be careful!” 

“Sure thing, Dad. So long!” 

With Joe at the controls, they took off and headed 
straight for Wood Buffalo Park. It was just dusk when 
they flew over it in the direction of Shag Lake. Joe 
located the hidden cove on the first pass. As he turned 
for his final approach, he switched off the engine. 

“Tm going to make a dead-stick landing,” he told 
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Frank and Chet, “so that if the gang is down there they 
won't hear us.” 

With nothing but the whistle of the wind in the wings 
to betray its presence, the float plane swooped down 
over the trees. Joe pulled back on the stick as the plane 
dropped into the water fora perfect landing. 

“Well done, Joe,” Frank said. The aircraft was 
pointed towards shore and drifted into its berth in the 
cove neatly and silently. 

Quickly the boys unloaded their gear and moved far 
into the woods, away from the plane. Frank and Joe 
walked ahead, while Chet covered their trail with 
leaves and brush as they went along. When they reached 
asmall clearing located near some protective rocks, the 
boys set up camp. 

“Let’s take turns standing watch,” Frank said, as 
they spread out their sleeping bags. 

“T’ll take first watch,” Chet offered. He sat down and 
leaned against a nearby tree. 

Frank and Joe were soon asleep and the camp was 
quiet. “It’s almost too quiet,” Chet told himself 
uneasily, 

But as the time passed uneventfully, and the bright, 
arctic moon rose, the chubby boy relaxed. Suddenly he 
sat upright. “What's that?” Chet’s hair stood on end 
as an eerie howling came to his ears. 

The bloodcurdling sound again floated in the still 
night. Chet sat rigid, as the howling came closer and 
closer. “I'd better wake up the fellows,” he decided. But 
before he had a chance to do so, Chet saw a stealthy 
movement in the shadows near the Hardys. He gulped, 
standing up slowly and peering into the darkness. 
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Suddenly Chet saw two red glowing eyes staring at 
him. The next moment a hulking, grey shape emerged 
into the moonlight and sniffed around. A chill of terror 
went down Chet’s spine as he realized the danger he was 
facing. 

“A wolf!” 

Quickly he nestled the rifle stock against his cheek 
and centred the animal in his gunsights. The grey beast 
stood still, his jaws open and his head down, ready to 
attack. ‘ 

Chet increased the pressure on the trigger, squinting 
his eyes and taking careful aim. Then he released his 
grip abruptly. A rifleshot would surely kill the wolf, 
but it would also warn the thieves that the boys were 
in the vicinity. 

Leaning over, Chet picked up a large rock. With 
careful aim, he hurled it at the animal. The missile hit 
the wolf squarely on the side of the head. Giving a sharp 
yelp of pain, he sped away. 

‘What was that?” Frank called out, as he and Joe 
awoke with a start. They scrambled from their bags and 
jumped up. 

“A wolf” Chet explained, somewhat shakily. “I 
didn’t want to risk a shot in case anyone heard, so I 
threw a rock at him.” 

“Smart thinking, pal,” Joe praised him, and Frank 
added, “Took a lot of nerve, too. You deserve a medal, 
Chet.” 

‘Their friend beamed. “But I think I need some 
sleep, fellows,” he said. “You keep away the next 
wolf!” 

‘A quick search of the area proved that the creature 
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was not lurking nearby, and the boys settled down 
again, with first Frank, then Joe on watch. 

“Tl never manage to get to sleep tonight after all 
the excitement,” Chet proclaimed. 

Frank and Joe winked to each other. They knew that 
nothing could stop Chet from getting to sleep—not 
even a wolf attack. 

‘As soon as it was daylight the three friends began 
their search for the gang’s hideout. They picked their 
way along silently, being careful to stay under cover. 
Just as the boys started along the base of a hill, Frank, 
who was leading, waved for the others to stop. 

“Behind that boulder, quick!” he hissed. ““Someone’s 
coming.” 

‘As the boys dropped behind the huge rock, they 
heard heavy footsteps approaching, then rough voices. 
The Hardys, crouching, peered cautiously round the 
boulder. Four men were trudging in single file past their 
hiding place. Two were burly and husky, another 
pudgy and grizzled-looking. As the fourth man came 
into view, Joe started. 

“That’s Dulac!” he whispered to Frank. “The others 
look like the men we saw in the restaurant.” 

All four men were carrying rifles as they tramped on 
towards the woods. As soon as they were out of sight 
among the trees, the three boys crept quietly from cover, 
and turned to track the men, 

“Listen!” Chet stopped suddenly. 

They heard a faint cry. “Pretty far away,” Joe said. 

“More wolves?” Chet looked apprehensive. 

“T don’t think that’s any wolf!” Frank said seriously. 
“Sounds like a human yoice! It’s a cry for help!” 


Secret Ingredient 


“A ory for help!” Chet echoed, his eyes widening. 
“Who could it be?” 

“There’s one way to find out,” Frank said. “‘Let’s 
go!” He headed in the direction of the voice, which 
called out again at just that moment. Moving quickly, 
he, Joe and Chet followed the trail Dulac and his 
friends had been travelling. 

Once again they heard the cry, though fainter this 
time. “Hurry!” Joe urged. “Someone must be hurt!” 

The three spread out, covering the woods circling 
the narrow, winding trail. Suddenly Joe shouted: 

“Over here! It’s Caribou!” 

Frank and Chet ran over. Shocked, they saw that the 
husky trapper lay beneath a spruce tree, bound hand 
and foot with rawhide thongs. His eyes were closed and 
his head moved from side to side. He groaned as if in 
pain. 

“He has a bad gash on his forehead,” Frank said, 
bending down to untie their friend. “He’s semi- 
conscious.” 

“Those rats must have left him here for the wolves,” 
Chet said hotly, as he pulled out his canteen to bathe 
Caribou’s head. 
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“We could take better care of him at the plane,” Joe 
said. “‘Let’s carry him there.” 

The Hardys and Chet lifted the heavy man and 
slowly made their way back to the float plane. The 
boys’ muscles ached with the burden of both their 
equipment and the unconscious woodsman. But finally 
they reached the secret cove. After they laid the 
trapper down in the shade of a tree, Chet got out the 
first-aid kit and cleaned and bandaged Caribou’s 
wound. After a few minutes the French-Canadian 
stirred and blinked his eyes. He tried to sit up, but sank 
back with a moan. 

“Easy,” Joe cautioned him. 

“Bon tonnerre!” Caribou exclaimed weakly. “My 
head is split!” Then he looked at the boys. ‘My 
friends! How did you get here?” 

The three grinned at him reassuringly. “We'll tell 
you later,” Frank said. “Lucky thing we heard you 
calling. What happened?” 

“I trail Dulac to park,” the trapper replied. ‘Early 
this morning, follow him again, then suddenly four 
men jump out from the bush behind me and hit me on 
the head. That is the last thing I remember.” His face 
grew flushed. “I was a fool!” he stormed. “Dulac and 
Kelly must be the masked men who took the stone and 
money.” 

“Who are the men with Dulac now?” Frank asked. 

“‘All thieves—they have the rune stone!” Caribou an- 
swered. “Last night I sneak up on their hideout—a cave. 
I stood outside and hear them talk about the stone.” 

Caribou rubbed his head gingerly. “Other three men. 
called Mike, Red, and Fats,” 
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“Must be the guys we saw with Dulac a short while 
ago,” Joe said excitedly. “But they didn’t have the 
stone.” 

“No,” Caribou said, “because it is in their cave. I 
hear them complain they cannot read the message on 
it. Kelly was to translate it but he got caught.” 

“Did you hear anything else?” Chet putin. 

“Oui,” Caron replied gravely. “They will kidnap 
Monsieur Baker-Jones. Make him tell what the stone 
says.” 

“What!” Joe exclaimed. “I thought we had the gang 
fooled about Baker-Jones!” 

Caribou looked doubtful. “The robbers think he is in 
Edmonton.” 

“‘What’ll we do now?” Chet asked the Hardys. 

“Get the rune stone,” Frank replied coolly. “How do 
you feel, Caribou?” 

“Tt takes more than a bump on the head to keep 
Caribou away,” the trapper said, rising to his feet. “We 
go to the robbers’ cave!” 

The three boys eagerly fell into step behind him. 
Swiftly and silently they followed the trapper for what 
seemed like miles. The trail led round the shore of 
Shag Lake, and north into the woods. Caribou strode 
to the foot ofa hill, stopped, and pointed. 

“The cave is over this hill,” he whispered. “If I can 
fool the crooks, you boys run inside and try to find the 
stone. I will meet you at your plane.” 

“Right,” Frank said. “We're ready.” 

Caribou climbed the slope and went round some 
huge boulders to approach the hideout from the 
‘opposite direction. The boys, meanwhile, crawled 
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straight up to the top of the hill where they could see 
the mouth of the cave. By this time Caribou had edged 
close to the entrance. He stood up and hurled a stone 
into the hideout. 

A moment later Dulac emerged. He stared out into 
the sunlight, his hand shading his eyes from the glare. 

Dulac!” Caribou roared. “You goat! You weasel!” 
Then the big trapper staggered back, pretending to be 
overcome by weakness, 

“It’s Caron!” Dulac shouted back into the cave. 
“He’s free!” Dulac ran towards the trapper, who began 
to back away from the cave. Three men emerged from 
the hideout and took up the chase. 

Soon Caribou and his pursuers were out of sight 
behind the boulders. Frank, Joe and Chet sped to the 
cave and dashed inside. 

“Hurry!” Frank said breathlessly. ‘‘We haven’t 
much time. We must find the rune stone!” 

The three boys searched frantically through the 
Amapsacks lying on the rocky floor. 

“Hey! The book stolen from the Bayport Library.” 
‘Joe held up a red volume he had pulled from a canvas 
sack. “Rune Stones and Viking Symbols by Peter Baker- 
Jones!” 

“Keep it, Joe,” Frank said. “We're on the right 
track.” 

He began shaking out four bedrolls, while Chet 
rooted through boxes of gear. When they were through, 
Frank shook his head disgustedly. ‘No luck! The stone 
isn’t here!” he said. 

Just then Chet spotted a long loaf of crusty bread on 
top of a box. “I’m starving!” he muttered. 
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“Chet! We must get out of here!” Frank warned, as 
his chubby friend hacked at the loaf with a knife. 
Scrape! 

“Talk about stale bread!” Chet exclaimed, attacking 
the loaf again. ‘Hard as a rock!”” 

“Rock!” Frank echoed, grabbing the loaf. To his 
amazement, the whole top came off in his hand. 
Nestled inside was a long, odd-shaped stone with 
angular markings. 

“The rune stone!” Frank cried out. 

“This must be the real one!” Joe said joyfully. ‘Chet, 
it’s a good thing you became hungry!” 

Frank scooped up the rune stone, and clutching it 
tightly, led the way as they all fled from the cave. As 
they headed for the hilltop, the boys saw two of the 
gang coming up the other side of the slope. 

“Whew!” Chet panted. “We got out of there just in 
time!” 

He and the Hardys sprinted silently through the 
high grass and into the woods. They followed the lightly 
blazed trail that led to the secret cove. 

“Oh, no!” Joe suddenly exclaimed, stopping in his 
tracks. “P’ve dropped the book!” 

“There’s no time to go back, Joe,” Frank said, 
urging him forward. 

The boys continued along the path and finally 
reached the hidden float plane. Frank jumped into the 
cockpit. As Joe and Chet were climbing up, Caribou 
came crashing through the bushes at the edge of the 
cove, 

“Bon tonnerre, mes amis!” the trapper shouted. 
“Hurry! Thereis no time tospare!” 
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He rushed to the plane and gave it a mighty push, 
then jumped in, The craft floated out into the cove. 

“Go, Frank!” screamed the French-Canadian, his 
beard jutting out with excitement. ‘Dulac off the track 
now, but not for long.” 

Frank hit the starter and the engine caught at once. 
Not worrying about the wind, Frank pressed home the 
throttle. He would have to make a crosswind take-off. 

The roar of the plane was loud in their ears as they 
saw Dulac and his men appear on the shore. The boys 
watched Dulac raise his rifle. They could not hear the 
shots but they saw the wind snatch a wisp of smoke 
away from the muzzle. 

Suddenly Frank felt the aircraft dip slightly to 
starboard. He knew they were not up on the step and 
the shock had not been hard enough for them to have 
hit a piece of floating debris, 

“Tt’s the floats!” Joe shouted. “‘He’s hit the floats! If 
they flood, we'll never get off the water!” 
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Viking Message 


“Tue floats!” Frank thought. He knew they would be 
divided into compartments. But how well would the 
bulkheads between each compartment hold if more than 
one was flooded? 

The young pilot felt the extra weight of water on the 
right side of the aircraft dragging it to starboard. He 
knew he was in trouble. 

Placing enough pressure on the rudder bar to 
straighten out the plane, Frank gently forced the stick 
over to the left. The engine was labouring against the 
extra weight, but the plane was picking up speed 
through the water. 

He felt the right wing lift. As it did so, the starboard 
float cleared the water and the left float came up on the 
step. 

Immediately the plane picked up speed, and as 
Frank eased the stick back a hair, they were airborne 
and away. 

Frank pushed the stick forward to drop the nose and 
pick up more speed. Then he pulled back and they 
‘were swooping over the trees. 

“Whew!” Chet breathed a sigh of relief. “Now, what 
about the landing at Fort Smith?” 
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“Shouldn’t be any trouble,” Frank said. “Any water 
that got in has probably run out by now.” 

‘Joe radioed a message to his father that they were 
on the way and would meet him at the RCMP station. 
After setting down at Fort Smith, the boys and Caribou 
went directly to headquarters. 

Mr Hardy and Corporal Fergus were waiting for 
them. Quickly Frank gave the details of the gang’s 
attack on Caribou and their narrow escape in the plane. 

“And,” Joe said, grinning, “we brought you a 
present, Dad! Right, Frank?” 

“You bet.” Frank had rolled his sweater round the 
rune stone. Now he unwrapped the ancient tablet and 
handed it to his father. 

“Great work, boys!” said the detective in delighted 
surprise. “I can hardly believe it!” 

“Congratulations!” added Corporal Fergus. 

“We're pretty sure this stone is genuine,” Frank told 
the men, “since the thieves went to the trouble of hiding 
it in a loaf of bread.” He grinned. “Chet had to go 
without something to eat.” 

The plump boy feigned a look of starvation. “‘At this 
point I could eat rocks.” 

Mr Hardy suggested that he and the boys have a 
quick bite at a nearby restaurant. After eating, Frank 
said, “Dad, let’s take this stone to Mr Baker-Jones as 
soon as possible, and also warn him to be on his guard 
against the thieves’ kidnapping plan. Maybe we should 
notify the police.” 

“Tl do that,” said Mr Hardy, ‘and we should be on 
our way. There’s a flight out of here early this evening. 
Will you call, Joe, and make reservations for four?” 


THE VIKING SYMBOL MYSTERY 131 


“Sure thing, Dad.” 

“Please, Mr Hardy,” Caribou spoke up. “I go with 
you to Edmonton. Dulac and his gang will not give up 
the stone so easy. You will be in danger. I will protect 
you!” 

“We appreciate your offer, Caribou,” Mr Hardy 
said. “But with your long whiskers I’m afraid the 
crooks would spot us a mile off!” 

Caribou grinned. “I can get a shave and haircut 
right away.” He looked at the detective hopefully. 

“Fine.” Mr Hardy smiled. “‘Joe, make that reserva- 
tion for five.” 

‘The trapper beamed and strode off. When he returned 
in halfan hour, he had short hair and was clean shaven. 

“Caribou,” Joe said in amazement, “I’d hardly 
recognize you myself!” 

The French-Canadian grinned. “I am something 
like a plucked chicken, no?” he asked. 

They all laughed, then left to get ready for the trip. 
The boys returned the hired equipment to Bill Stone 
and took fresh clothes from their suitcases at the 
Hudson’s Bay Company store. Later, they met Mr 
Hardy at his hotel. 

‘Any word from Sam and the fellows?” Joe asked 
his father. 

The detective said Radley had just reported by radio 
that an unidentified float plane had been sighted. “‘Sam 
thinks the rest of the gang might be using it,” Mr Hardy 
added. “‘He and the boys are working on that angle.” 

The flight to Edmonton was nonstop, but it was too 
late for the group to visit Peter Baker-Jones in the 
convalescent home that night 
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Directly after breakfast the following morning, the 
five left for the suburbs of Edmonton. When they 
arrived at the large, old house that was now converted 
to a nursing home, they inquired at the reception desk 
and the attendant said that they might go right up to 
see the rune stone expert. Caribou waited downstairs 
to keep watch for anyone suspicious. 

“‘We won’t mention the kidnap threat to Mr Baker- 
Jones,” Mr Hardy decided. When he and the boys 
entered the patient’s room, they found him sitting up 
in an easy chair, reading. 

“Good morning,” said the Englishman, nodding 
formally at the visitors. He looked much stronger and 
had more colour than when they had last seen him. 

“Thave a surprise for you.” Frank smiled and brought 
out the tablet. “We hope you’ll find this to be the 
genuine rune stone.” 

Mr Baker-Jones’s reserve gave way to great en- 
thusiasm. He listened with keen interest to the boys’ - 
account of their adventures in finding the relic in the 
cave hideout. 

“My word!” he exclaimed. “You have taken great 
risks in this case. If only those scoundrels can be 
brought to justice!” 

“We'll see to that!”” Joe declared tersely. 

The patient arose, took the stone, and placed it 
carefully on the table. He scrutinized the odd markings, 
as the Hardys and Chet waited with bated breath for 
his verdict. 

7 .” Mr Baker-Jones ran his fingers across the 
characters cut into the surface of the stone, then lifted 
it as if trying to determine the weight. He looked very 
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carefully once more at the markings. Then, finally, very 
deliberately, the museum representative placed the 
tablet on the table and removed his glasses. 

“Well?” said Joe, unable to suppress his curiosity 
any longer. “‘Jsit real?” 

“Unquestionably genuine,” the expert pronounced. 
“Authentic ninth-century runic tablet.” 

“Wahoo!” Joe cheered. 

“Terrific!” cried Chet. 

“We've solved half the mystery, at least,” Frank put 
inelatedly. 

Mr Hardy smiled, obviously pleased at his sons’ and 
Chet’s discovery, then turned to Mr Baker-Jones 
and asked him, ‘Can you translate the Viking sym- 
bols?” 

“T believe so,” the runic expert replied. He put on 
his glasses and bent over the tablet. After some minutes 
of intent study, he straightened. ‘‘Roughly, the symbols 
say a ship is hidden in a cove near a river which meets 
a knife-shaped body of water, on the north shore of a 
great lake. Apparently the vessel, which contained 
treasure, was sunk!” 

“That ship must be what the crooks were digging 
for, but without this translation they couldn’t find the 
right place,” Joe said. 

“4f they had studied my book more thoroughly,” 
said Mr Baker-Jones, “they might have found the 
answer.” 

“Of course Kelly, their translator,” Joe said, “‘is in 
sail” 

Frank, meanwhile, had been pondering the message 
on the ancient Viking tablet. “A great lake,” he 
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murmured. “Would that be Great Slave Lake, do you 
think?” 

“Well now, let’s think, The northwestern part of 
Great Slave Lake is shaped like a knife blade,” Joe said. 

“And the cove must be near Yellowknife,” Frank 
added. ““That’s where a river runs into the lake.” 

Suddenly the group in the room were startled by 
loud voices coming from downstairs. Crash! 

‘The Hardys dashed into the hall and down the stairs 
two at a time. They found Caribou and a man strug- 
gling on the floor, The huge trapper was farious. 

“Bon tonnerre!” he shouted as he tussled with his wiry 
opponent. 

“Caribou!” Mr Hardy exclaimed. “What hap- 
pened?” Together, the boys broke the giant’s grip on 
the other man, whom they pulled to his feet. 

“Abner Dulac!” Joe exclaimed in amazement. 

The captive wore a dark suit, and on the floor lay a 
physician’s black bag. 

“That’s Dulac, all right!” Caribou snorted in disgust. 
He stepped towards his adversary and kicked the black 
bag open, A pistol tumbled out. The trapper glowered 
at his old enemy. 

“He sneak in here to steal the rune stone, I bet! He 
always was no good.” 

“Good work, Caribou!” Joe said. ‘T’ll call the police.” 

When several officers arrived and handcuffed Dulac, 
he sneered at his captors. 

“You think you have beaten us! But you haven’t. 
Kelly has escaped!” he gloated. “We smuggled a small 
gun to him in his food. We'll get the Viking treasure 
first!” 


-18- 
Whistler’s Signal 


“Kexry has escaped!” Frank repeated in astonishment 
as Dulac was led off. “‘Think that’s true Dad?” 

Mr Hardy frowned. “I'll call the Hay River police 
right away and find out.” He hurried to the reception 
office to use the telephone. 

In a few minutes the detective rejoined the boys. 
“Dulac was right,” he said. “Kelly escaped from the Hay 
River jail two nights ago by overpowering a guard.” 

“What if he deciphered the symbols before we found 
the stone?” Frank asked worriedly. 

“Or, he could have copied them down,” Joe said 
dejectedly, “figured out the message, and met the rest 
Brea 

“That means they might be digging up the treasure 
tight now!” Chet put in. 

“Let’s head for Yellowknife pronto,” Frank urged. 

“First I’ll contact Radley,” said Mr Hardy. 

The five exchanged hasty goodbyes with Mr Baker- 
Jones and took a taxi back to their hotel. Mr Hardy 
set up his short-wave set and radioed to his assistant. 
Soon they heard Sam’s voice over the transmitter. 

“We spotted diggers along the lake shore. Before we 
could apprehend them, they fied in a float plane. We 
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found the half-buried hull of a small Viking ship. The 
hold was empty, but we found a few gold coins and 
gems. Over and out.” 

Frank cried excitedly, “Those crooks have found the 
Tune stone treasure!” 

“They must have used the stolen float plane we were 
looking for,” Joe said dejectedly. “‘I wonder where they 
went.” 

“T'll bet they’re in Wood Buffalo Park, but at another 
hideout.” 

“And they’ll stay there at least until the heat’s off.” 

“Then the gang’ll try to get out of the country?” 
Chet asked. 

“Right,” said Frank. “Dad, I think we should go to 
Fort Smith, get camping gear, and take off into the _ 
park after the gang.” 

Mr Hardy agreed. “We'll leave this afternoon.” 

“‘Bon tonnerre!” said Caribou. “Think of all that 
gold!” 

‘The group took the next flight to Fort Smith. When 
they arrived late that afternoon, the detectives went 
straight to the Hudson’s Bay Company store. After 
buying food, picking up their gear, and hiring rifles, 
they went to the park administration office. 

Curly Pike was there and greeted them as they 
entered the office. “Hi, fellows!” the pilot called out. 
“What are you doing back here? Still on a mystery ?” 

The Hardys introduced their father, then explained 
the proposed search. “We want to leave for Wood 
Buffalo Park as soon as possible,” said Frank, “Could 
you fly usin your copter?” 

“I sure can,” Curly answered. “I’m pretty eager to 
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have you capture those thieves myself. Can you leave 
inan hour?” 

Mr Hardy smiled. “I think we can, Curly. We'll 
meet you back here.” 

“['ll be ready,” Curly replied. 

Mr Hardy, Caribou and the boys went to a small 
restaurant where they had dinner, When they returned 
to the park office, the large helicopter was being 
warmed up on the field next to the administration 
building. Curly was at the controls and waved to his 
five passengers. 

They climbed aboard, and seconds after the door 
was shut, the helicopter lifted off. Soon they were 
cruising over Wood Buffalo Park, and Frank, who was 
seated up front with Curly, directed him towards the 
cave where they had found the stone. 

“We may as well check the spot to be sure no one is 
hiding there.” 

“T had a good look round here yesterday,” Curly 
shouted over the roar of the rotors. “I didn’t see a soul.” 

“We'll go farther inland to search then,” Frank 
said. 

Presently the Hardys, after conferring with Chet and 
Caribou, signalled for Curly to set down. When the 
craft landed, the boys unloaded their gear and studied 
maps to determine their exact location. 

“Good luck,” called Curly, as he boarded the 
helicopter. ‘Radio me when you want to be picked 
ane 

“Okay,” said Joe. The searchers strapped on their 
rucksacks and set off. Spreading out to cover the widest 
territory possible, they struggled and stumbled their 
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way through thick brush and rocky, uneven terrain. 

Just as it was growing dark, the group trudged across 
a barren hill. Reaching the top, they stood looking into 
a valley below. Feeding on the tall grasses was a huge 
herd of buffalo. 

“Wow!” said Chet, when he saw the size of the 
hulking beasts. ‘“They’re tremendous!” 

The great black animals, the boys recalled, were the 
true wood buffalo, not the prairie bison of the American 
West. On the flanks of the herd stood bulls, flicking 
their tails and twitching their skin to shake off the black 
flies. 

“J read that this buffalo’s skin is two inches thick,” 
Joe said, joining his brother, “and their hair eight 
inches long.” 

“They’re big,” said Chet, “‘but they don’t look very 
bright.” 

He walked ahead of his companions as they trudged 
downhill and skirted the edge of the herd. Chet drew 
near for a better look at the beasts, 

“Not so close!” Caribou warned him. 

Just then one of the bulls snorted and pawed the 
ground near the chubby boy. Suddenly the huge animal 
wheeled and lunged towards him. 

“Yeow!” yelled Chet and stumbled backwards, 

Fortunately, the bull evidently was only trying to 
scare off the strange human intruder. When Chet 
retreated, the beast rejoined his herd, keeping a wary 
eye on the hikers as they passed by. 

“Not bright, ch?” Joe said, grinning, when Chet 
rejoined them. 

“T take it back,” Chet said, laughing, 
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Tt was dark when the group stopped to camp. The 
Hardys and Caribou were busy unpacking nec 
gear. Suddenly Joe looked around. ‘Where’s Chet?” he 
asked, The chunky boy was not in sight. 

“T hope he not chase more buffalo,” Caribou said, 
chuckling. 

‘Just then there was a rustling in the brush and Chet 
stepped out. “I was just doing some exploring,” he 
explained. “You know, it’s amazing how well you can 
hear the robins singing in this still air.” 

“Wait a minute!” Frank said eagerly. “Did you say 
you heard robins?” 

“Sure,” Chet said, ‘“‘as clear as a bell!” 

“You couldn’t have,” Frank contradicted him. 
“There aren’t any songbirds up here now. It’s one of 
the strange things about this part of the Northwest 
Territories.” 

“That is right,” Caribou agreed, puzzled. “No 
songbirds here in the summer,” 

‘Joe snapped his fingers. “Someone must be using the 
birdcall as a signal.” 

“*Bon tonnerre!” Caribou muttered, “I think we get 
near our enemy.” 

“Do you think they've spotted us?” Joe asked his 
father. 

*‘?’'m not sure, son. But even if they have, I don’t 
believe the gang will stop to put up a fight. They’d 
take the Viking treasure and run!” 

“Well, let’s follow them,” Frank urged. “If they’re 
close by, we'd better not spend extra time camping.” 

By now a full moon had risen and illuminated the 
trail chosen by the searchers. They started out in the 
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direction of the area where Chet had heard the “‘robins.” 
Progress was slow through the tangled underbrush. 
Thorny branches tore at their clothes. 

Suddenly all five stopped and listened. The sound of 
men’s voices came from directly ahead. 

“We've located them!” Joe whispered tensely. 


-19- 
Stampede! 


“We've found the thieves!” Chet repeated excitedly as 
the sound of voices continued. 

Mr Hardy held a finger to his lips, signalled for the 
others to follow, and retreated a hundred feet. The boys 
and Caribou gathered tensely around him. 

“We must make plans,” he said, as they formed a 
huddle. “We have the element of surprise on our side.” 

Shielding his flashlight beam, the detective pointed 
it downwards and drew a large circle in the dirt. 

“Caribou,” said Mr Hardy, “‘you’re the most 
experienced woodsman in our group. You make your 
way round to the far side of the spot where the men 
are.” He indicated Caribou's position on the circle. 

“Qui,” said the French-Canadian. “I will be quiet 
like a mouse.” 

“Frank,” the detective continued, “make your way 
to the right side, and Joe, you take the left. Chet and I 
will close in on the men from this direction.” 

Everyone slipped off his rucksack. Then Frank said, 
“We should be all set and ready to charge in twelve 
minutes.” 

“Better synchronize our watches,” said Joe. They 
took his advice, as he counted off the seconds. 
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Caribou turned on his heels and disappeared into 
the forest, silently and swiftly. Just as quickly the others 
took off, heading for their positions. Chet and the 
Hardys carried rifles, and Caribou had his woodsman’s 
knife as well. 

Frank and Joe reached their respective places and 
ticked off the minutes, From where they crouched the 
boys could barely hear the voices. Tensely the Hardys 
waited, barely breathing. 

At the appointed time, the brothers rushed forward 
towards the sound. But suddenly each stopped dead in 
his tracks. 

The voices belonged to Tony and Biff! 

Tony was saying, “Frank, Joe and Chet are coming 
to Edmonton tomorrow. Sam talked to Mr Hardy, 
and he said the fellows are going to search for the rune 
stone.” 

The Hardys were completely mystified. What were 
Tony and Biff doing here? And why was Tony repeat- 
ing what had already happened? 

Frank and Joe ran on until they came to a small 
clearing under a tree. At the same moment the others, 
equally mystified, converged on the spot. There was no 
sign of the two boys, 

“Look!” Joe cried, shining his flashlight on a metal 
box. 

“A tape recorder!” Frank exclaimed. “(We heard 
Biffand Tony on tape!” 

“A clever trick,” Mr Hardy remarked wryly, as they 
examined the machine. 

There were two packages of small batteries wired up 
for extra power. A spring arrangement automatically 
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turned off the tape, rewound it, and started the player 
again. e 

“Now the crooks have really slowed us down!” Chet 
said disgustedly. 

“Biff and Tony’s room must have been bugged by 
some of the gang just after the fellows met Sam in 
Yellowknife,” Joe guessed, switching off the recorder. 

“Yes,” Mr Hardy agreed. “From what they were 
saying, it was before you left Bayport.” 

“Bon tonnerre!”? Caribou boomed. ‘Those thieves 
probably are far away by now.” 

“If they manage to reach their plane,” Mr Hardy 

‘we'll have a hard job stopping them.” 

Joe pulled out the map, and spread it on the ground. 
“Td say we're at this spot,” he said, pointing. ‘“There’s 
alake about three miles away from here.” 

“Which would be a logical place for the thieves to 
keep their float plane,” Frank added. “Maybe they 
haven’t taken off yet.” 

“We'll head for the lake then,” said Mr Hardy. 
“First, I'll radio Curly Pike and let him know where 
we're going.” 

The five headed back to the spot where they had left 
their equipment and in a few minutes the short-wave 
set was operating. Mr Hardy reached Curly on the first 
call, and explained what had happened. He also told 
Curly the route that they planned to follow. 

After the detective signed off, everyone took up his 
gear and the party set out once again. For an hour the 
searchers made their way through the dense forest, 
travelling as quickly as possible, Just at dawn they came 
‘out of the heavy belt of trees and on to the rim of a 
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saucer-shaped stretch of meadow, about a mile wide. 

“Tt certainly looks peaceful,” Joe commented. ‘No 
sign of the gang.” 

‘The sun began to rise, casting a rosy light across 
several huge boulders on the other side of the valley. 
The glint of water lay just beyond. 

“Must be the lake,” said Frank, 

Exhausted from lack of sleep, the Hardys and 
Chet flopped down for another brief rest. Caribou 
paced back and forth, peering into the meadow. 

“Something down there move!” he exclaimed, 
squinting into the faint light. 

His remark brought the others to their feet. They 
scanned the valley intently. Among the tall grass 
moved a mass of dark, bulky shapes. 

“Only buffalo!” Joe said in disappointment. 

As the sun rose higher, the group made its descent 
into the meadow. They started across it, noticing that 
the buffalo were moving about restlessly. Some of the 
animals were grazing peacefully, but the bulls were 
snorting around the flanks of the herd. 

“They probably have our scent,” Frank said, 

Suddenly Joe cried out. “Over there! The gang!” 

On the opposite side of the valley, a group of men 
could be seen moving from behind one of the large 
boulders. They were hurrying towards the water. 
Suddenly one of the men wheeled round. 

“They've spotted us!” Joe said grimly. 

“Let's get them!” Frank broke into arun. 

“Hold it!” Mr Hardy warned. 


The men across the field had turned and raised their 
rifles. 
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“They're going to fire!” Chet shouted. 

‘Three shots rang out, echoing back from the heavy 
boulders. A second volley followed. The next moment 
Caribou yelled, “They’re stampeding the herd!” 

No sooner had he spoken than the Hardys and their 
friends realized in horror that he was right. The gigantic 
herd of huge, shaggy buffalo had turned towards them 
and the beasts were pounding across the flat valley in 
an enormous dusty wave. The ground shook as hun- 
dreds of hoofs thundered towards the five companions. 
‘They were by now far out in the open meadow with no 
protective trees nearby. 

“We can’t get out of the way!” Joe shouted. “We'll 
be trampled!” 


Norsemen‘s Treasure 


Tue avalanche of wild buffalo thundered on towards 
the Hardy group. 

“Back! Run back for the trees!” Frank shouted 
desperately. “It’s our only chance.” 

‘The five turned and raced for their lives towards the 
‘woods. 

“Yeo-ow!” came a yell of panic from Chet, as he 
tripped and fell. He lay helpless, one of the straps from 
his pack tangled round his leg. 

Quickly Frank bent down and tugged at the strap, 
slipping it off. The pounding hoofs of the buffalo grew 
louder and nearer, 

“We'll never make it, Frank!” Chet gasped, as his 
pal pulled him to his feet. 

Suddenly there was another roar louder than that of 
the rampaging herd. A piercing hum split the morning 
air as a helicopter came across the trees and over the 
brow of the hill. 

“It's Curly Pike!” Joe yelled. 

The helicopter swooped down and hovered between 
Frank and Chet and the charging buffalo. Using his 
stick and rudder skilfully, the pilot brought the chopper 
into a half turn. The roar of the rotor blades and the 
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thick cloud of dust they raised filled the entire area. 

The dust apparently seemed like a solid wall to the 
charging beasts, for Frank and Chet heard the snorting 
animals turn to the left and thunder off in another 
direction. 

Curly followed the buffalo as they ran, moving back 
and forth behind them like a sheep dog herding his 
flock. When he had chased the beasts to the other end 
of the valley, the pilot brought the helicopter back to 
the group and landed near them. As he jumped out, 
the five raced over to the aircraft, grinning with relief 
and gratitude. 

“Thanks,” Frank said, arriving first. “You came just 
in the nick of time!” 

“TJ hate to think what would have happened if you 
hadn’t!” Joe added fervently. 

“Yes,” Mr Hardy said, “‘you saved our lives.” 

‘And how!” Chet was still shaking from the narrow 
escape. 

“* Merci, mon ami!” Caribouputin. “‘A million thanks!” 

The pilot smiled. ‘‘One of the first things you learn 
up here is never argue with a herd of buffalo. What 
happened?” 

Mr Hardy explained that the thieves had fired 
rifleshots into the herd. Then he quickly suggested a 
plan. “Curly, you take Frank and Joe in the ’copter and 
head for the lake to cut off the thieves’ escape.” 

“Right,” said the pilot. “And I'll radio to the Fort 
Smith Mounties for reinforcements.” 

Caribou and Chet, too, were eager for action. 
“‘What’s our next move, Mr Hardy?” Chet asked. 

“We'll track the gang on foot,” the detective replied. 
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“Tf they backtrack, we may be able to capture 
them.” 

The two teams quickly departed on their separate 
missions. As Mr Hardy, with Chet and Caribou, 
moved swiftly across the valley, the helicopter lifted 
Frank, Joe and Curly into the air. 

*Let’s make straight for that lake,” Frank urged. The 
pilot complied, then radioed the RCMP station, which 
promised help at once. 

A few minutes later the helicopter was hovering over 
the quiet water. “Look below!” Joe exclaimed. “‘A 
float plane! Must be the gang’s stolen one!”” 

Tensely the Hardys and Curly scanned the surround- 
ing area for any sign of the enemy, They could see no- 
one. “We'd better hurry and fix their plane so they 
can’t escape in it,” Frank’said. “Suppose I go down and 
fasten a rope to the plane so that we can tow it away.” 

“Good idea,” Curly agreed. “The Mounties might 
not get here before the crooks do.”” 

He kept the chopper about thirty feet above the 
water while Frank snapped the lowering harness under 
his arms. Joe then fastened a hook at the end of the 
descent wire to the ring in the middle of the harness, 
and gave a sharp tug to make sure it was secure. 

“All set!” Frank said tersely. 

Soon Joe was carefully turning the winch and letting 
his brother down to the float plane. Frank dropped 
into position on its left pontoon. He unsnapped the hook 
from his harness and made three quick turns with the 
cable round one of the float’s struts, 

He looked up at Curly and signalled. The pilot eased 
the helicopter forward. While Frank kept a firm grip 
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on the strut, the float plane was towed rapidly across 
the water. 

“That’s great,” said Joe. 

Curly built up speed and the plane skimmed towards 
shore. At the right moment, Frank released the half 
hitch on the strut and the craft’s momentum carried 
it upon to the beach among the trees. 

The young sleuth hopped off the pontoon and ran 
along the shore. He stopped beneath the hovering 
helicopter and grabbed the lifting wire which dangled 
from it. In a moment he was being hauled up by the 
winch. 

When he was aboard once more, Joe praised his 
brother. “Nice going!” As the helicopter gained 
altitude and headed towards the centre of the lake, Joe 
added, “‘And not a second too soon! Look!” 

The trio spotted a group of men, armed with rifles, 
standing on the far shore. They were gesticulating 
frantically and pointing to the spot where they had left 
the float plane. “The gang!” Frank exclaimed. 

Suddenly the thieves caught sight of the helicopter as 
it swooped towards them, 

“Hey! Kelly’s there!” Joe cried out as he recognized 
the pale, thin man. The next moment the outlaws broke 
and ran for the shelter of the trees. 

“They’re heading into the forest!” Frank said. 

“Tt won't do them much good,” Curly said, pointing. 
“Your father, Caribou ahd Chet are closing in from 
that side,” 

“They sure are!” Joe said, as he intently watched the 
three familiar figures encircle the thieves. 

Just then those in the helicopter saw three float 


7 


150 THE VIKING SYMBOL MYSTERY 


planes swoop low over the lake. One after another, they 
splashed on to the surface and taxied towards the beach. 

“The Mounties!” Joe yelled. “We really have the 

fy 
sacar the helicopter over the sandy beach 
and set down near the RCMP planes. He and the 
Hardys hopped out and ran to where Corporal Fergus 
and his men were snapping handcuffs on the four surly- 
looking gangsters. Mr Hardy and the others came up 
at the same time. 

“No escape this time, Kelly,” the corporal was saying 
to the prisoner. 

“Where’s the treasure from the Viking ship?” Frank 
shot the question at the captured thieves, 4 

Kelly glared at him, but indicated three canvas sacks 
lying near the rifles and packs. ‘Over there,” he said 
inasullen voice. 

Mr Hardy, Caribou and the boys ran eagerly to the 
bags and opened them rapidly. Reaching deep into a 
sack, Chet pulled out a handful of glittering gold coins. 

““Wow! Look at these!” he cried. 

“And this statue must be worth a fortune!” Frank 
held up the gold figure of a Viking warrior. 

“This is a historical find, as well as a valuable one,” 
Mr Hardy said. “It definitely links the exploration of 
northern Canada to the ancient Norsemen.” 

The other three prisoners—Mike, Red, and Fats— 
were Americans. Fats was the pilot who had made off 
with the float plane on Great Slave Lake. They were 
eager to talk, and named Kelly and Dulac as the 
instigators of all the robberies. 

‘They disclosed that Kelly was his real name, although 
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he sometimes used the alias Jesse Keating. He was the 
Tingleader. A disbarred lawyer from northern Maine, 
Kelly once had been associated with a law firm in 
Quebec, where he had handled a case which involved 
the history of Vikings and rune stones. A Canadian 
museum was suing a man who had sold a rune stone, 
which later proved to be a hoax. 

While delving into rune stone history, Kelly had 
uncovered a fragmentary clue to the whereabouts of a 
treasure buried on the shore of Great Slave Lake by 
Vikings who had explored inland for hundreds of miles. 
Thinking that Great Slave Lake was part of an ocean, 
they had stopped to construct a sturdy ship, only to 
find that the body of water was a vast lake. 

This information had started Kelly on the quest of 
the treasure, and when he leamed of the find which 
Caron had made, Kelly figured it might contain more 
specific information about the treasure. His guess had 
proved to be astute. 

But Kelly had been dismayed when he learned 
through a London confederate that the famous Fenton 
Hardy had been called in on the case. The Bayport * 
venture was to frighten him off, if possible, and to glean 
more information about rune stones from the excellent 
collection of reference books in Bayport Library. 

“So you wrecked our short-wave antenna,” Joe said 
to Kelly. 

‘The prisoner confessed nothing, but gave him a 
baleful stare. 

"Who actually stole the stone and money ?” Mr Hardy 
asked the handcuffed men. 

“Dulac and Kelly!” the man named Fats answered 
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readily. “That was a real mistake, because then 
Caribou was squarely on your side after they grabbed 
his two thousand bucks.” 

“Who tossed that knife at me in Fort Smith, and 
caused our canoe to leak on Slave River?” Frank 
demanded of Red. 

The grizzled prisoner replied that Dulac had been 
responsible for both acts. Red also confessed to having 
driven the getaway car for Kelly in Bayport. 

Upon their return to Canada, they had contacted the 
rest of the gang and assigned Dulac to trail and harass 
the Hardy boys. 

“Bon tonnerre!”” Caribou exploded. “I knew that 
trap-robbin’ weasel was nogood!”” 

After farther questioning, the Hardys learned that 
the lodge thefts around Great Slave Lake were con- 
tinued partly to finance Kelly’s venture. The remainder 
of Caribou’s money, fifteen hundred dollars, was found 
and returned to him. The Bayport Library book, stolen 
by Kelly, had been picked up by Fats, who handed it 
over. Mike had posed as Fenton Hardy, 

As for the mysterious radio threat picked up in 
Bayport, that was Red’s doing, he confessed. “We had 
hoped to scare off Hardy by threats and sabotage,” he 
grumbled, “But it didn’t work.” 

“You can say that again,” Chet chirped. 

Corporal Fergus and his men put the four thieves 
into the RCMP float planes for the trip back to Fort 
Smith. The Mountie shook hands with the Hardys and 
their friends, 

“Congratulations!” he said. “You solved a tough 
Beek 
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“Thanks to my sons and their buddies,” the detective 
replied. 

The Hardys, Chet, and Caribou boarded the Wood 
Buffalo Park helicopter, with Curly at the controls. 
They were all in high spirits as Frank radioed Radley in 
Yellowknife and told him the good news. The two 
groups would meet that night at Fort Smith. 

On the way back, Curly set the helicopter down near 
one of the buffalo which had been shot by the gang. 
Adeptly the pilot skinned one of the beasts. 

“What are you going to do with the meat?” Joc 


“Most of this goes to the Indians,” Curly answered, 
grinning at Chet’s dubious look. “Buffalo’s fine eating. 
T’ll save a big roast for your supper tonight.” 

A few hours later at Fort Smith a joyous reunion took 
place when Radley, Biff and Tony arrived at the hotel. 

“You fellows are first-rate detectives,” Biff said, 
congratulating the Hardys and Chet. 

“And we've learned a real lesson,” Tony said, 
“We'll never let anybody eavesdrop on us again.” 

“You can say that again!” Biff added earnestly. 

Mr Hardy smiled. “What counts is you've both 
learned a valuable lesson in sleuthing, done your part 
tohelp solve the case, and eamed the bonus.” 

“We're all ready for another mystery,” said Biff with 
agrin, 

“But no stampedes, please,” Chet added. 
The Hardy boys’ next case was along completely 
different lines. They called it The Mystery of the Chinese 


Junk, 
“Tet’s celebrate the Viking symbol mystery by 
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having dinner!” Joe urged. “That bison roast might 
taste pretty good.” 

“Tt should be ready by now,” Frank said. “Curly 
gaveit to the cook when he got back.” 

‘The group was seated around the table when a 
waiter entered carrying a huge platter with a gigantic 
buffalo roast. 

“‘Bon tonnerre!”” Chet said with a grin. “Look at the 
size of that! Enough for twenty Vikings!” 

“And for Chet Morton, too!” Joe joked. 

Everyone laughed, then Caribou lifted a carving 
knife. “Mes amis,” he said, “this feast is most happy 
farewell.” 


THE MYSTERY OF THE 
CHINESE JUNK 


The Mystery of the Chinese Junk 
was first published in the USA by Grosset & Dunlap in 
1960 


First published in the UK in a single volume 
in Armada in 1983 


Copyright © 1960 Grosset & Dunlap Inc 


The Hardy Boys and The Hardy Boys Mystery Stories 
are registered trademarks of the Stratemeyer Syndicate. 


aif 
Hong Kong Junk 


“Jor, look out! That launch will hit you!” shouted 
Frank Hardy from the beach. 

A split second before, his brother Joe had surfaced 
after a dive off a float. Now the launch was almost on 
top of him! 

“That’s Clams Dagget’s boat!” Frank cried to two 
companions, Tony Prito and Biff Hooper. All stared 
ahead in horror, 

A third boy, plump Chet Morton, who had been 
bobbing like a cork in the cool, blue water, had seen the 
oncoming launch and dived under the float with Joe 
Hardy. The craft roared off, the pilot paying no atten- 
tion to the two swimmers. In a moment they came to 
the surface and swam ashore to join the others. 

‘Whew! That was close!” Chet gasped. ‘Thought I 
was a goner. Clams must be going blind!” 

“He’s as absent-minded as they come!” Joe stormed, 
panting. 

“He sure is,” Tony agreed. “‘I don’t see why the town 
of Bayport lets him run a ferry service to Rocky Isle.” 

“Probably because no one else has a boat big enough 
or wants the job,” Biff suggested. 

Suddenly Frank grinned, “Maybe we fellows can run 
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a service of our own—in a Chinese junk from Hong 
Kong. I know where one is for sale cheap.” 

The dark-haired boy, a year older than his blond 
brother, said that their Chinese-American friend, Jim 
Foy, had told him only the day before about the boat. 

‘‘Jim’s cousin liyes in New York City,” Frank ex- 
plained, ‘and works as a salesman at a place in Staten 
Island where the junks are sold. New ones cost plenty, 
but the company isn’t even advertising this secondhand 
boat. They're asking only a fraction of its original 
value.” 

“Say, that sounds great,” Joe broke in. “‘And a ferry 
business would solve our summer work problem.” 

It was a bright June afternoon, a few days after Bay- 
port High had closed for vacation. The five boys had 
gathered for a swim and to make plans for earning 
money during the next two months. 

“You mean we'd charge passengers for picnic excur- 
sions to Rocky Isle?” Biff asked. 

As Frank nodded, Tony remarked, “Good idea, if we 
could raise enough money to buy the junk, and provided 
it’s seaworthy.” 

“Jt might have an interesting history,” Frank said, 
not at all discouraged by Tony, “The junk may once 
have belonged to a Chinese pirate and have jade 
treasure hidden aboard!” 

“How can we lose?” Biff declared with a grin. 

“A real Chinese junk would be sure to attract atten- 
tion here on Barmet Bay,” Chet remarked. 

‘The price of the junk was several hundred dollars, but 
after much calculating, all the boys except Chet decid- 
ed that they could raise equal shares from their savings. 
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“Gosh, fellows, I'm sorry,” said Chet. “But you 
know I’ve just bought all that spelunking equipment 
and I~” 

Joe grinned. “You can take out your share in work,” 
he said, whereupon the stout boy groaned. The last 
thing Chet ever wanted to do was work! 

“Tt’s more fun exploring caves than swabbing decks,” 
he mumbled. ‘But I can put in fifty dollars. Who’s 
going to make up the difference in the amount we 
need?” 

“Jim Foy might, if he got a share of the profits,” 
Tony suggested. 

“Okay, What’s stopping us?” said Joe eagerly. “Is it 
a deal?” 

The five high school chums shook hands solemnly, 

then pulled on their jeans and shirts. It was decided that 
the boys would get their parents’ permission for the trip 
first, then Frank would contact Jim Foy and ask him to 
telephone for an option to buy the secondhand junk 
from Hong Kong. If everything was in order, the boys 
would leave the next morning by bus for New York 
City. 
Tony and Biff went off with Chet Morton in his 
fire-engine-red jalopy. Hopping into their own yellow 
convertible, the Hardys drove back to their pleasant, 
tree-shaded home at the corner of High and Elm 
Streets. 

As Frank and Joe camein the kitchen door, they were 
greeted by Miss Gertrude Hardy, their father’s tall, 
angular sister, who now lived with him and his family. 

“Dinner will be on the table in a minute,” Aunt 
Gertrude said, lifting a flaky steak pie from the oven. 
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“Mm! Does that smell good!” Joe exclaimed. 
“Double helping for me, please!” 

“Same here!” Frank added, sniffing the delicious 
aroma. 

“Never mind the flattery about the food.” Miss 
Hardy waved them off, but Frank and Joe observed a 
pleased expression on her face, “It’s a wonder this crust 
isn’t burnt toa crisp with you two getting home so late,” 
she scolded. 

‘The boys, chuckling, went to wash their hands. 
Although their aunt was sometimes peppery in man- 
ner, the brothers were as fond of her as she was of them. 

When they came to the table, Frank and Joe each 
found an extra-large serving on his plate and ex- 
changed knowing grins, Aunt Gertrude poured milk 
into their glasses, then said with a sigh: 

“Don’t know what ails me today. I just seem to ache 
in all my joints.” 

“That’s too bad, Aunty,” Frank said sympathetically 
as he held her chair and she sat down. “You rest after 
dinner, Joe and I will wash the dishes.” 

“And break half of them most likely!” Miss Hardy 
retorted, But her face softened. “Still, it’s a kind offer. 
I may accept.” 

As the brothers ate, they asked Aunt Gertrude if she 
had heard from their parents, who were now in Cali- 
fornia, Fenton Hardy, once a crack detective on the 
New York City police force, had retired to the thriving 
seaside town of Bayport, where clients from all over the 
country sought his services as a private investigator. At 
present, he was at work on a case in Los Angeles, 
seeking to track down an international thief known as 
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the “Chameleon”. Mrs Hardy had flown to the West 
Coast with her husband for a holiday. 

“Your father,” Aunt Gertrude replied, “‘phoned this 
afternoon. He said to tell you boys that if you want to 
help him out on this case, keep your eyes open for a pair 
of rare gold cuff links with a bluish amber tiger set in 
them. They’ve been reported stolen in Hong Kong and 
smuggled into this country. In your father’s sleuthing 
he learned that the Chameleon, who collects priceless 
jewellery, is trying to get hold of such a pair. Ifyou find 
them, you may also find the Chameleon.” 

“Tt sounds like hunting for a needle in a haystack,” 
Frank remarked, “‘but if we should come across either 
the cuff links or the Chameleon, we'll certainly let Dad 
know.” 

Though amateur detectives, the brothers had solved 
many mysteries, and hoped to follow careers similar to 
that of their father. From The Mystery of the Aztec 
Warrior until their latest adventure in Canada, The 
Viking Symbol Mystery, Frank and Joe had experienced 
many exciting and dangerous adventures, 

Suddenly Frank clapped a hand to his head. “Aunt 
Gertrude, I almost forgot. Joe and I have another 
project.” 

The brothers outlined their scheme for purchasing 
the Chinese junk. Then, with quickened pulses, they 
awaited Miss Hardy’s reaction. 

“Well,” she said finally. “If it'll keep you boys 
occupied this summer, I guess it’s all right. By the way, 
where is the money for your share coming from?” 

“We have some in Dad’s safe up in his study,” Joe 
replied. “It’s the reward money Frank and I got for 


ae 


162 ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE CHINESE JUNK 


solving a difficult case. A brand new one hundred-dollar 
bill for each of us.” 

Frank got up and hurried to the telephone. After 
learning that Biff, Tony and Chet were also set for the 
trip to buy the junk, Frank called Jim Foy. The 
Chinese-American boy was amazed to hear the pro- 
posal and excused himself for a few minutes to speak to 
his parents, Returning, he said: 

‘My parents say I may go. I will phone my cousin at 
once and have him place an option on the junk. When 
shall I meet you fellows?” 

“Just before ten o'clock tomorrow. Bus terminal.” 

“Pll be there. This is a terrific break for me.” 

Frank returned to the table to find Joe urging his 
aunt to go to bed. She agreed, adding that she was 
disgusted with herself for not feeling as strong and 
vigorous as she generally did. 

“Anything else we can do for you—besides wash the 
dishes?” Frank asked. 

“Yes, Try to be quiet. Noise makes my head hurt. 
If you want to watch TV or.do anything else, please go 
to the recreation room in the basement.” 

The brothers quickly washed the dishes, then went 
downstairs. They laid plans for the Staten Island trip, 
then Frank went to make a call to Chet Morton on the 
cellar extension. 

Joe, meanwhile, hurried upstairs, dialled the com- 
bination on his father’s safe, and opened it. While 
locating the money for the Chinese junk, he noticed a 
Manila packet marked Secret File on Chameleon. 

The young sleuth took out the two crisp one-hundred- 
dollar bills with the picture of Benjamin Franklin on the 
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face and Independence Hall on the back. Joe closed the 
safe and turned the tumblers. As he walked downstairs, 
he looked at the bills. Having worked on a counterfeit 
case, he knew a good deal about currency. 

“Federal reserve notes, one from the eighth district, 
St Louis, and the other from the fifth, Richmond,” he 
mused, noticing the green seal, and the letters H before 
one serial number and E in front of the second. “And 
what do you know? This one starts with H18 and ends 
with F. Hmm. Hardy—Frank—eighteen years old.” 

Joe studied the second bill. “And this one begins 
Ero15 and ends with A. E for Elm Street on our cor- 
ner.” He chuckled. “And JO are the tenth and fifteenth 
letters in the alphabet! That means me. The A—well, 
that could be for Aunt Gertrude.” 

‘Joe went to his mother’s desk in the living room and 
obtained an envelope printed with the Hardy name and 
address. He slipped the bills inside. Just then, Joe 
thought he heard a car stop in front of the house. 
Laying the envelope on the mantelpiece, he went to 
look out of the window. No car was in sight. “Guess I 
was wrong,” Joe told himself and hurried down to the 
basement. 

Ten minutes later, just as Frank finished the con- 
versation with Chet on the phone, he suddenly gasped 
and pointed to one of the basement windows. A fear- 
some-looking Oriental face was pressed against the pane 
—the man’s teeth bared in an evil grimace! 

For a moment the boys were too startled to act. 
Before they could make a move, the lights went out, 
plunging the basement into darkness! 

“A prowler!” Joe exclaimed. ‘“‘And we forgot to turn 


‘ 
164 ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE CHINESE JUNK 


on the alarm!” The warning system automatically rang 
a bell in the house and floodlighted the Hardy grounds 
when anyone approached. 

“Too late now,” Frank said. “‘Let’s get that man! 
go out the cellar door. You run upstairs and find out if 
everything’s okay.” 

The boys dashed to the landing and Frank hurried 
outside. Joe continued to the top of the steps and put his 
hand on the doorknob. 

“t’s locked!” he murmured, rattling the knob and 
pounding on the door panel. 

After a few tense moments Joe heard slippered feet 
enter the kitchen. Then Aunt Gertrude unlocked and 
opened the door. 

“Mercy, what’s all the racket about?” 

“Someone locked us in after turning off the switch 
here in the kitchen,” Joe explained. He pointed to the 
wall button, which was in the Of position. “You 
didn’t—” 

“Of course not,” Aunt Gertrude replied tartly, 
“There must be a burglar in the house!” 

“A burglar!” Joe echoed. The next second he raced 
into the living-room and stared at the mantelpiece. 

The envelope containing the two new hundred- 
dollar bills was gone! 


er i 
Mysterious Engine Trouble 


Joz, sure the burglar had made his escape from the 
house, dashed to the front door. He switched on the 
porch light. Out on the lawn he could see two figures 
struggling on the ground. One was Frank. 

Before Joe could reach his brother, he recognized the 
other fighter. “Jim Foy!” he cried out. 

The two boys separated and grinned sheepishly. 

“Gee, I didn’t mean to scare you guys so much that 
you'd tackle me,” Jim said, panting. 

“You mean that was you staring at us through the 
basement window?” Frank exclaimed. ~~ 

Jim nodded. He screwed his face into a horrible 

‘imace. ‘‘The Oriental Avenger—that’s me!” 

Frank laughed, but Joe said quickly, “‘Jim, we've 
been robbed! Frank, our two hundred dollars are 

ne!” 

Frank looked amazed, and Jim said, “Fellows, I saw 
aman run out your back door, just after the cellar light 
‘went out.” 

“Let’s hunt for him!” Joe urged. 

The trio made a quick search of the grounds and 
adjoining streets, but the thief had eluded them. 

“Did you get a look at him?” Joe asked Jim. 
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“Not a good one, It was too dark in the yard, The 
guy was tall and thin. Say, come to think of it, he made 
no noise. Probably was carrying his shoes.” 

“So there won’t be anything but sock footprints,” 
Frank commented. He went for a flashlight and found 
this to be the case. They were of no use in identifying 
the thief. 

‘The searchers returned to the house. Aunt Gertrude 
had checked to find out what the burglar might have 
taken and how he had entered the house. She had found 
a cut in a screen at an open window, but reported 
nothing missing. Joe now told her about the stolen 
money. 

Miss Hardy sucked in her breath. “Two hundred 
dollars!” she cried out. ‘‘Joe, why did you leave it on the 
mantelpiece? Goand tell the police right away. Butyou’ll 
never get those bills back. Money’s too hard to trace.”” 
Then, seeing the crestfallen look on her nephew’s face, 
she added, ‘Never mind. I'll lend you boys two hundred 
dollars for your share in buying the junk. You can 
repay me from your profits.” 

Frank and Joe relaxed, gave their aunt a tremendous 
hug, then urged her to go back to bed. “I’ll turn on the 
prowler alarm,” Frank told her, and immediately went 
to do this, 

Meanwhile, Joe had picked up the phone and was 
giving Police Chief Collig, an old friend of the Hardys, 
a report on the stolen money, including the letters and 
first few serial numbers on the bills. 

“Good clues, Joe,” the officer said. “I'll send out 
word right away.” 

‘When the excitement subsided, Jim Foy informed the 
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brothers he had come to tell them that he could not go 
to New York after all. ‘So I brought you my share of 
the money for the junk,” he explained, pulling several 
bills from a pocket. 

“Too bad you can’t go,” said Joe. “By the way, what 
is your cousin’s address in New York?” 

“He lives in Chinatown with his parents. My uncle 
Dan Foy owns a restaurant there called the Canton 
Palace.” Jim wrote down the address and telephone 
number and handed the paper to Joc. 

The next moming, before Frank and Joe were 
dressed, the prowler alarm sounded, then the front 
doorbell began to ring persistently. 

“Who can that be?” Frank asked, puzzled. 

He slipped on a dressing-gown and hurried down- 
stairs with Joe at his heels. When Frank opened the 
door, he found himself face to face with Clams 
Dagget. The wiry, stooped old pilot thrust his way 
inside, As usual, he was wearing a striped jersey, jeans, 
and a squashed-down yachting cap. 

Joe said, “Clams, if you’ve come to apologize about 
nearly running me down yesterday—” 

“Apologize!” Clams roared in a hoarse voice. 
‘Nothin’ to apologize for. Now listen. I heard that pal 
o” yours, Biff Hooper, talkin’ on the dock last night 
about how you fellers are buyin’ a Chinese junk and 
startin’ a passenger service to Rocky Isle!” 

“What about it?” Frank asked coolly. 

“It’s a blamed outrage! Takin’ bread out o’ an old 
man’s mouth, cuttin’ in on my business! I won’t stand 
for it!” 

‘Now just a minute,” Frank said. “(No one’s trying 
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to take away your business. There'll be plenty for both 
our boats.” 

“What do you know about it?” Clams shook his fist 
at the Hardys, ‘I’m warning you young snips you won’t 
get away with this!” 

Suddenly a voice behind them called, “How dare 
you threaten my nephews!” Aunt Gertrude, coming 
from the kitchen, bore down indignantly on the visitor. 

Clams stepped backward. Aunt Gertrude pressed her 
advantage by inching him out of the house and closing 
the door. Then she put her hand to her head. 

“T_T feel faint. I’d better lie down.” 

Joe helped his aunt to the living-room couch, while 
Frank rushed off to get her some tea. As she sipped it, 
her nephews ate the breakfast she had prepared. 
Presently Miss Hardy declared that she was feeling fine 
again. Nevertheless, the boys insisted that she relax 
while they washed the dishes. 

“Aunt Gertrude, promise me you'll call a doctor if 
you don’t feel well,” Frank urged, when the brothers 
were ready to leave. 

“I promise.” Miss Hardy then handed Frank a 
cheque for two hundred dollars. “You can cash it on 
your way to the bus,” she said. 

Both boys thanked her and gave their aunt resound- 
ing kisses on the cheek. Then they drove downtown, 
and after cashing Aunt Gertrude’s cheque, went to the 
Bayport bus terminal. Frank left the car in an adjoining 
car park, Chet, Biff, and Tony were waiting for them. 

“Hi, fellows!” they exchanged greetings. Ten 
minutes later their bus pulled out. 

They rolled at a fast clip through the countryside, but 
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it was late afternoon before the travellers reached New 
York. 

“What's first on the schedule?” Biff asked as they 
paused in the terminal waiting-room. 

Frank suggested that they book in to a hotel, then 
do some night sight-seeing. He telephoned the Canton 
Palace but learned that neither Jim’s uncle nor cousin 
would be there during the evening, so the boys decided 
not to go to Chinatown. Instead they strolled along 
Broadway, and were fascinated by the crowded theatre 
district, with its huge neon signs, restaurants and hotels. 

‘The next morning the boys checked out of their hotel 
and took an early ferry to Staten Island. A short bus 
ride along the waterfront brought them to the pier 
where the Hong Kong Trading Company had its 
warehouse and office. 

“Hey, look! There they are!” Tony exclaimed. 

Two of the Chinese junks were tied up at the dock- 
side, while three more could be seen resting in cradles 
inside the warehouse, with their masts unstepped. The 
five boys entered the office. 

“Something I can do for you?” a bald-headed man 
asked, rising from his desk. 

“We've come to see about the secondhand junk,” 
Frank told him. “Is Mr Foy in?” 

“Pll get him.” 

Ben Foy was a pleasant-faced young man. He gave 
the callers a friendly smile and said he was sorry that 
Jim had not been able to come. 

“Pl show you the junk you took the option on,” 
Ben said. “I think it’s a good buy.” 

Even with its sails furled, the craft had a romantic, 
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adventuresome look. The boys tingled with excitement 
as they jumped aboard. The junk was a thirty-foot 
two-master, carrying two large sails and a jib. Amid- 
ships there was a round-roofed cabin. 

‘Boy! What a dream boat!” Joe exclaimed. 

“Tt’s the biggest, most seaworthy craft you can get for 
the money,” Ben Foy boasted. “These jobs are shipped 
by freighter from Hong King. Normally we just sell new 
craft. This used one got into our consignment by 
mistake, so we’re letting it go at a sacrifice.” 

He added that the junk was built of Borneo ironwood 
with one-inch-thick mahogany deck planking. “It'll 
last for years.” 

“Look at that figurehead up front!” Biff exclaimed. 
Leaning over the prow, he pointed to the painted 
figure of a stern-looking, slant-eyed Chinese mandarin 
holding a scroll in his hands. 

“What are those eyes up at the bow?” Tony asked. 
He pointed to two realistic-looking eyes, made of glass, 
one on each side of the prow. 

Ben Foy laughed. “ ‘Boat with no eyes cannot see!” That’s 
an old proverb,” he explained. 

Other decorations, suchas Oriental dragons and ban- 
ners, were painted in bright colours at various points 
around the junk, At the stern was the name Hai Hau. 

“That’s Chinese for ‘Queen of the Sea’,” Ben Foy 
translated. 

He showed the boys the junk’s equipment, which 
included awnings to cover the afterdeck in bad weather, 
a euloh or sweep oar, to assist the ship in light wind or 
against the current, and a_ thirty-five-norsepower 
auxiliary outboard engine. 
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“Part of the stern area can be used as galley space,” 
Ben added. “‘Here’s a charcoal stove, and there’s a small 
refrigerator compartment in the portside locker.” 

“That’s for Chet!” Tony laughed. 

The boys were highly satisfied and declared they 
‘were ready to purchase the junk. In answer to questions 
from Frank and Joe, Ben gave them a number of tips 
on handling and sailing the craft. Then they all went 
into the company’s sales office to sign the purchase 
papers. 

“Before sailing the junk home,” Ben said, “you'll 
have to go to the Coast Guard office and obtain a 
Certificate of Inspection.” 

“How long will that take?” Frank asked. 

“It could be several days.” 

At this announcement the boys sighed. ‘Say, what’s 
going on outside?” Biff asked suddenly. 

‘Through the open window they could see four 
Chinese gesturing as they examined the Hai Hau. A 
moment later the men crowded into the office. One was 
tall, the others short. All had cruel, calculating ex- 
pressions, 

“We wish to buy the Hai Hau,” the tall Oriental 
declared. He took out a bulging wallet. 

“Sorry.” Ben shook his head. “You're too late to buy 
that junk, But we have some brand-new ones which I 
can show you.” 

‘The tall man snarled, “I said we wish to buy the 
Hai Hau—that is the one we prefer!” 

“Well, you're out of luck. These fellows have just 


purchased it.” 
The four Chinese glared at the youths and burst into 
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angry chattering, but Ben repeated firmly that the deal 
‘was closed. He finally managed to usher the obnoxious 
‘men outside. 

Chet looked worried. “Why do you think they only 
wanted our boat?” he asked. 

“Yes, Why?” Tony echoed. “It wasn’t advertised. 
This could mean trouble for us.” 

“Oh, stop worrying,” Biff scoffed. “They may have 
seen it being unloaded here.” 

The boys went to the Coast Guard office, and told 
an assistant what they wanted. He asked them to sit 
down and wait. 

Half an hour went by. One hour. The boys fidgeted 
and walked around. 

“We may have to sit here for days,” Chet said aloud 
following his statement with a loud groan. The other 
boys looked glum. 

A commander, standing nearby, overheard Chet’s 
remark, With a smile he walked over and said, “Boys, 
I think we can take care of you now.” 

All of them jumped up. He laughed and said, “One 
‘will do—the one with the receipt for the purchase of the 
junk.” Frank followed him and in a short time the 
transaction was finished, The boys hurried off. They ate 
lunch, then stowed their gear and some food aboard the 
Hai Hau. Frank revved the motor and they shoved off. 

“Good junking!” Ben Foy waved a smiling farewell 
from the pier, 

It was a hot, dead-calm day, so there was no point in 
hoisting the sails. They travelled southwards along the 
Staten Island shoreline. Biff handled the tiller while 
Frank studied a chart on which he had plotted their 
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course. Part of the homeward trip would be along inland 
‘waterways. 

“Hey, the engine’s missing!” Joc exclaimed suddenly, 

“Sounds like the plugs are fouled,” Tony said: 

“Maybe it’s the oil film from storage.” 

Before the boys could check, the outboard began to 
cough and vibrate alarmingly. 

“That’s more than just the plugs!” Frank declared. 
He switched off the engine hastily and Tony removed 
the cowling. As Frank had predicted, the ignition 
system was not at fault. Evidently the trouble was more 
serious. 

Chet groaned. “And Ben Foy guaranteed the 
engine!” 

“So how do we get back to port?” Tony asked. “No 
wind, no sail.” 

“Use the sweep oar, I guess,” Frank replied gloomily. 

‘The boys unshipped the long, heavy euloh and fitted 
it on to the stern peg. Each of the chums took turns 
working as oarsman. At first they found the euloh 
clumsy to handle, but after a little practice they were 
able to keep the junk moving steadily. 

‘The water was dotted with vessels moving through 
the Narrows, in and out of New York Harbour. Gulls 
screeched and wheeled overhead. Presently the Hai Hau 
returned to the Staten Island pier. After tying up, the 
boys hurried to inform Ben Foy of their plight. He 
frowned with surprise, but upon checking the motor 
himself, promised to have a new engine installed 
immediately. 

‘We'll live up to our guarantee,” he assured the boys. 
“But it beats me what made that motor conk out! We 
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overhauled it completely.” Ben Foy said that he was 
leaving the office shortly but would give orders to have 
the work done. “If you boys decide to stay over, come 
to the Canton Palace as my guests,” he urged. 

As the Bayport group waited for a new engine to be 
installed, the four Chinese who had tried to buy the junk 
suddenly appeared at the dock. “For Pete’s sake, why 
are they here again?” Tony muttered. 

The tall leader walked up to the boys and offered to 
buy the junk from them at a price far higher than they 
had paid. Frank, as spokesman for his group, refused, 
but the Chinese and his friends continued to pester the 
youths. 

“No deal—that’s final!” Frank said. 

‘The Orientals exploded into angry phrases in their 
native language but finally walked away. Chet said 
under his breath, ““What’s eating those guys, anyway?” 

“T wish I knew,” Frank replied, puzzled. 

By the time the new engine was installed, it was too 
late in the day to start for Bayport. They decided to 
leave the junk moored at the pier and sleep on it 
overnight. 

Tony, feeling uneasy about the safety of the junk if 
left unguarded, offered to stay aboard while the others 
visited the Canton Palace in Chinatown. ‘Those 
mystery men may even come back here and help them- 
selves to it!” 

Biff, Chet and the Hardys took the ferry to Manhat- 
tan. Alighting at the Battery, they asked directions from 
a policeman. Frank suggested they walk to the res- 
taurant. 


“Suit’s me!” Chet said. Joe and Biff nodded. 
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outskirts of Chinatown, Presently Joc gave his brother a 
nudge. 
“Don’t look now, but I think we’re being followed! 
Probably by those four guys wiio want the Hat Hast” 


eigr 
Shadowy Attackers 


Fran sneaked a swift glance over his shoulder. The 
men were coming up behind the boys, hats pulled low 
over their faces. 

“Let’s go faster!” Frank bused: “Then we can find 
out if they’re really following us.” 

‘The boys quickened their pace and turned at the next 
corner. 

“They're still with us!” Joe reported. 

Unfortunately, there was no policeman in sight; only 
pedestrians, who were, in the main, Orientals. 

“We'd better shake those men off!” Frank decided. 

The four youths broke into a sprint, ducking in and 
out among the sidewalk strollers. The pace got hotter 
as the pursuit continued. The boys cut through an alley, 
crossed a street, and turned at the next corner. For 
several minutes they dodged and doubled back through 
the narrow streets. Finally they were sure they had 
shaken their pursuers. 

“Man, I’m bushed!” Chet panted as they paused for 
breath in front of'a Chinese grocery. Then his expression 
changed. “Hey, look at alll this chow!” 

He pointed to the store window. Shark fins, pressed 
ducks, and dried squid were displayed along with 
Chinese herbs and vegetables. 
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“Interesting,” said Frank, “but we'd better find the 
Canton Palace before those men spot us again!” 

By this time, bright neon-lit signs were blinking on all 
over the neighbourhood, many in Chinese. Store 
windows were crammed with Oriental merchandise, 
including carved Buddhas, jade trinkets, and Chinese 
silk pyjamas. 

“Here's the restaurant!” Joe exclaimed presently. 

When they entered the dimly lighted restaurant, the 
headwaiter came forward and with a polite smile 
showed them to a booth. Frank asked for Jim Foy’s 
uncle and cousin. 

“Ab, yes, I bring them right away,” the headwaiter 
promised. 

A few moments later Mr Dan Foy approached. He 
was a pleasant, round-faced man with gold-rimmed 
spectacles. He said that Ben had had to go on an errand. 

“You are friends of my esteemed nephew, I under- 
stand.” 

“That’s right, sir.” Frank introduced himself, Joe, 
and their two chums. “Jim is a good friend and he’s 
one of our partners in buying the junk.” 

“So happy to hear that.” 

Mr Foy chatted with the boys a while and took 
personal charge of ordering their dinner. Soon the four 
youths were enjoying bird’s-nest soup, roast duck, egg 
rolls, and almond cakes. 

Suddenly a deep singsong voice said, “I understand 
you are owners of a junk called the Hai Hau.” 

‘The boys looked up, startled. The speaker was a giant 
Chinese, with a long melon-shaped head and jutting 
ears. He had glided out of the shadows to their booth. 
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“How do you know that?” Frank asked sharply. 

“Did you not say so to honourable restaurant 
owner?” The man smiled. “Allow me to introduce my- 
self, My name is Chin Gok. I would like to buy the 
Hai Hau.” 

“T’m sorry, but the boat is not for sale.” 

The huge Chinese smiled. “Do not decide too hastily. 
I will pay much more than it cost. Let us say, a profit of 
one hundred dollars?” 

Frank glanced at the others, then shook his head, 
“No, thanks. We’re keeping the junk.” 

Chin Gok’s face went pale with rage, but he did not 
speak. Bowing, he walked away. 

“Wow! A hundred bucks’ profit!” Biff muttered. 
‘Maybe we should have taken it!” 

“Nothing doing,” Joe declared in a whisper. “If that 
junk is so valuable, we're hanging on to it.” 

Worried by the strange events of the afternoon and 
evening, the boys were anxious to get back to the Hai 
Hau, They finished their meal, thanked Mr Foy for his 
hospitality, and left the restaurant. 

“Let’s take a taxi,” Chet suggested nervously. 

“Good idea, if we can find one,” Frank said. 

‘The boys hurried towards Chatham Square. As they 
passed a darkened doorway, Joe heard a shufiling noise. 
Before he could turn, someone grabbed him. 

“Look out!” Joe yelled to the others. 

The boys whirled to find themselves facing four 
masked assailants! The assault had come so suddenly 
there was no time to plan a defence. Fists swung wildly 
in the darkness as the youths fought off their attackers. 

Bam! Frank landed a terrific right that sent one thug 
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reeling back against the wall. Biff was swinging like a 
windmill, while Chet’s beefy strength was slowly 
wearing down another opponent. 

Joe, whose arms had been pinioned from the back, 
was having the roughest time of all. But he fought 
tigerishly, kicking his opponent’s legs. 

Suddenly one of the masked men barked out some- 
thing in Chinese. The boys assumed it was a warning 
that a policeman was coming, for they saw one in the 
distance. The next moment all four attackers went 
racing down a nearby alley in the darkness. 

“Let ’em go,” Frank advised as the others started 
after the thugs. “This might even be a trap.” 

“Those sneaking rats!” Biff panted. “I wonder if they 
were the same guys who were following us? And what’s 
the big idea, anyhow?” 

“Maybe this’ll prove something,” Joe said. He picked 
up a torn piece of newspaper. “When I was scrap- 
ping with that guy who jumped me, this fell out of his 
pocket.” 

“Let’s see.” 

Frank held the paper up to the light from a nearby 
store. It was printed in Chinese. 

“What good’ll that do us?” Chet asked. “‘None of us 
can read Chinese.” 

“Mr Foy can. Let’s go back and ask him,” Frank 
suggested. 

The boys retraced their steps to the restaurant. Mr 
Foy was shocked to hear about the attack. He took the 
boys into a back room and read the article to them in 
English. 

It was a story about a smuggling plot, which had 
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just been uncovered by the United States customs 
authorities. It stated that while Chin Gok was a suspect, 
nothing had been definitely proved against him and he 
had been released. 

“What's his game now?” Biff puzzled. “I mean, 
where does the junk come in?” 

Frank frowned thoughtfully. “Remember, Ben Foy 
told us that the Hai Hau had been shipped to his com- 
pany by mistake. Actually, it might have been a put-up 
job. Chin Gok may have used it to smuggle contraband 
into this country.” 

Chet’s eyes bulged. “You mean there was treasure 
hidden aboard and not by some old pirate either?” 

Frank nodded. “That would explain why all these 
guys are so eager to get hold of our boat. It’s full of 
nooks and crannies where it would be easy for a 
smuggler to sneak stuff through customs.” 

Joe shot his brother a worried glance. If the Hai Hau 
did contain contraband, the boys might find themselves 
in real trouble. But neither of the Hardys wished to 
alarm their chums by pointing this out. 

“Perhaps it would be safer if I called a taxi to take 
you back to the ferry,” Mr Foy suggested. The boys 
agreed to this, and the restaurant owner added, 
“Please be careful!” 

‘The chums arrived at the pier on Staten Island 
without further incident. Tony reported that nothing 
had happened while they were gone, and listened to 
their night’s adventures with keen interest. 

“Let’s get away from here early,” he urged. 

The next morning, as the boys prepared to 
embark for Bayport a little after six o’clock, a short, 
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slender Chinese man approached them on the pier. 

“Good grief, another one?” Chet muttered. 

‘Their visitor was dapperly dressed in a summer suit 
and straw hat. “Good morning, boys. May I intro- 
duce myself? George Ti-Ming. The Hai Hau is most 
pleasing to me. It is exactly like one owned by my 
family in China. I was disappointed to learn that you 
young gentlemen had purchased it, because I should 
like to have it. Perhaps you would be willing to sell for 
a suitable price?” 

The boys exchanged suspicious glances. Was he 
another member of a large gang determined to get the 
boat, or were there three separate groups iaterested in 
it? And why? 

“We do not wish to sell,” Frank told Mr Ti-Ming. 

The man shrugged. “There is an old Chinese saying 
that bad luck follows those who will not be reasonable. 
You may regret your decision.” 

The youthful owners of the Hai Hau began to suspect 
the same thing. But they rejected any thought of giving 
up the junk, and cast off as George Ti-Ming stood 
watching them, his eyes slitted with annoyance. 

The sky was overcast, with a brisk breeze chopping 
up the grey-green sea. The Bayport crew hoisted sail 
to take advantage of the wind. 

“Boy, at last we get a chance to enjoy ourselves!” 
Chet lolled back in the stern, lacing his hands behind 
his head. 

“You said it,” Frank agreed. “But we'd better keep 
an eye on the weather.” 

‘The outer harbour was alive with shipping, but grad- 
ually they left this scene of activity behind. As the Hai 
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Hau proceeded along during the late afternoon, the wind 
gradually died down and mist gathered over the water. 
Sails flapping, the junk had to depend on its motor. 

“That fog’s building up,” Tony remarked. “We'd 
better hug the shoreline.” 

Joe, who was handling the tiller, nodded. “Looks as 
though it’s going to be a real pea-souper.” He cut speed 
as the fog became thicker. 

The hooting of foghorns reached their ears. Frank 
began sounding their own power whistle, a blast every 
minute. Bit by bit, the fog closed in. Soon they were 
blanketed by a thick curtain. 

“Think we should drop anchor?” Joe asked, 

His question was answered as they felt a sudden 
bump from the bottom. The engine churned uselessly. 

“We're aground!” Biff exclaimed. 

Joe cut the outboard hastily, hoping that no damage 
had occurred. 

“N-now what?” said Chet nervously. 

Frank shrugged. “Wait it out till the fog lifts. It’s 
about all we can do.” 

Te was an ceric sensation, lying still on the water, cut 
off from the outside world, The boys took turns ringing 
the junk’s bell. From time to time, muffled sounds 
drifted through the swirling mist. 

Ghet had taken charge of the galley, As he prepared 
to heat up cans of beans for supper on the charcoal 
stove, he accidentally spilled several red-hot embers on 
to the wooden deck. 

“Watch it!” Tony yelled, 

Joe doused the embers with a splash of water. “Take 
it easy, Chet!” 
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“This junk must be jinxed!” Biff grumbled. 

The fog did not lift until morning. Biff and Tony 
pried thejunk loose with the euloh oar and a boat hook, 
while Frank reversed the engine. Fortunately, no 
damage had occurred. 

The boys resumed their voyage, making good time. 
They slept on board again that night and at midday on 
Saturday, tritimphantly sailed into Bayport Harbour. 
‘A crowd gathered as the junk approached the main pier. 

“Boy, look at the reception!” Chet exulted. 

“All we need is a brass band,” Tony agreed with a 
pleased grin. “This'll get our boat business off to a 
flying start!” 

The boys’ satisfaction dimmed considerably when 
they found themselves grected by laughs and joking 
comments. Clams Dagget was in the forefront of the 
crowd, spurring on the spectators with jecring remarks. 

“Here comes the ‘Hee Haw’! I told you they was 
buyin’ a real junk!” he hooted. “‘I’d sooner put to sea in 
a bathtub!” 

Joe scrambled up on the jetty, ready to blast Clams 
angrily. But Frank laid a restraining hand on his 
brother’s arm. 

“Let him have his little joke.” Calling out to Clams, 
he said, “It’s pronounced ‘Hay How’.” 

‘After arranging for space at a jetty that had day and 
night guards, the chums left the Hai Hau tied up, 
planning to get in touch with one another by phone. 
Frank and Joe hurried home. They found Aunt 
Gertrude pale and upset. 

“T’m glad you're back!” she said, as they each gave 
her a hug. “There was a prowler here again last night!” 


-4- 
Chet’s Dilemma 


“A prowLeR!” Frank echoed. ‘What happened, Aunt 
Gertrude?” 

‘The alarm bell went offin the middle of the night,” 
Miss Hardy reported. “I jumped out of bed and looked 
down at the lawn. The floodlights were on and I could 
see a man dart off through the bushes!” 

“What did he look like?” Frank asked. 

“I could only see his back, but he seemed tall. For- 
tunately, all the doors were bolted.” Upset by the 
recollection, Miss Hardy sank into an arm-chair. 
“Gave me a dreadful fright! I thought for a while I 
might faint!” 

“Not a brave person like you!” Joc patted her 
shoulder affectionately. “‘Did you call the police?” 

His aunt sniffed. “Certainly not! What good would 
that have done? The man was gone.” 

After fixing lunch for the boys, Aunt Gertrude went 
upstairs to lie down. Frank and Joe ate with zest, dis- 
cussing the case between mouthfuls of tomato soup, 
cold roast chicken, and angel cake. 

“If that prowler was tall, he might have been the 
same guy who stole our two hundred dollars,” Joe 
conjectured. 
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Frank nodded. “Sounds that way. We'd betier report 
it to Chief Collig. I’d like to know if he has any leads on 
the thief.” 

“Afraid not, boys,” the officer said. “It’s my opinion 
the burglar has left town. But your report, Frank, sheds 
a new light on the matter.” 

After putting down the phone, Frank got paper and 
pencil and jotted down four objectives for him and Joe 
to accomplish. From their father, the boys had learned 
that thinking with a pencil often helped to clarify a 
case. Joe grinned wryly as he read what his brother had 
written: 

1. Find out who the prowler is. 

2. Solve the mystery behind the Hai Hau. 

3. Learn more about Chin Gok, George Ti-Ming, and the 

other four Chinese. 

4. Get going with our boat business! 

“T'd say we have our hands full!” 

“Ditto!” Frank agreed. “First, let’s check the 
grounds.” 

The brothers looked around the house for footprints, 
but the prowler seemed to have left none, although the 
soil was soft. 

“If you're looking for that prowler’s marks, it’s no 
use,” Aunt Gertrude informed them from an upstairs 
window. “It rained here last night.” 

Frank and Joe spent the rest of the afternoon re- 
placing the old alarm system with a new type to warn 
of anyone approaching. They tore out the wiring in the 
shrubbery and substituted an electric-eye ‘‘snooper- 
scope” arrangement, as Joe dubbed it. Next, the boys 
disconnected the outdoor floodlights and the shrill 
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alarm bell in the house. Instead, they hooked up a 
series of buzzers on all floors. By this setup, the Hardys 
hoped to lure intruders close enough to be captured, 
rather than frighten them away. 

“Tt should do the trick if that thief pays us another 
visit,” Frank said when the job was finished. 

“There’s only one thing I wish we'd done differently; 
fix the system so that it would work with the doors open,” 
said Joe. “But it’s too late to change it. We must 
remember to keep them closed.” 

Remembering that they had not yet reported to Jim 
Foy, Frank telephoned him. The Chinese-American lad 
was thrilled to hear he was part owner of the Hai Hau 
but mystified by the boys’ strange adventures on the 
Staten Island pier and in Chinatown. 

“Is there any way your uncle or cousin could help us 
check up on George Ti-Ming?” Frank asked. 

“Sure,” Jim replied. “Uncle Dan’s a member of the 
Chinese Benevolent Association. It has information on 
everybody connected with Chinatown. P'll ask him to 
find out.” 

“Swell!” 

Before hanging up, Frank told Jim the brothers 
would meet him at the Hai Hau after church the next 
morning. The three gathered at twelye-thirty and 
‘Jim’s eyes sparkled as he walked round the junk. 

“She’s a beauty,” he said enthusiastically. “I guess 
she’s pretty old, but in good shape. When do we begin 
business?” 

‘As soon as we find out what the law requires to carry 
passengers,” Frank replied. 

On Monday morning, when the Hardys were eating 
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_ breakfast, Tony Prito stopped by in one of his father’s 
construction company’s pickup trucks. 

“Hey, you know my cousin Ralph who's a Coast 
Guard officer?” Tony said. “Well, I got all the info 
from him yesterday about operating a passenger boat 
for hire.” 

“Great. What is it?” Frank asked. 

“Well, we can’t carry more than six passengers 
without going to a lot of trouble in keeping to regula- 
tions.”” 

“That’s okay,” said Joe cheerfully. “We'll make two 
or three return trips each day.” 

“Frank,” Tony went on, “you and I will have to get 
pilot’s licences.” 

“What about the rest of us?” Joe put in, 

“Can’t. You have to be eighteen.” 

“What’s involved in getting the licences?” Frank 
inquired of Tony. 

“A written test and a physical exam by our family 
doctors or the Public Health Service,” Tony replied. 
“Bring along a letter from your doctor.” 

“Okay, [ll make an appointment this morning. 
What's the test on?” 

“Navigation laws—and first aid, fire prevention, 
buoys, sanitation, etc.” 

“You fellows had better pass or we won't be in 
business,” Joe warned with a grin. Frank winked at 
Tony and clutched his stomach, ‘Oh, I’ve developed a 
horrible pain. Afraid I have appendicitis.” 

“Too bad,” said Tony. He got up from the chair on 
which he had been sitting and limped across the room. 
“No use, Joe. Can’t run a junk with a bad leg.” 
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“Okay, you guys.” Joe laughed. “Get going!” 

Frank promised to meet Tony on the Hai Hau’s jetty 
at two o'clock and called the Hardys’ family doctor, 
Dr Bates, as soon as Tony had left. The brothers spent 
the next hour composing an advertisement announcing 
their boat business, to be turned in at the Bayport Times 
office as soon as the licences to run the Hai Hau were 
granted. 

The doctor’s nurse had given Frank an appointment 
at one o’clock sharp. After getting his checkup and a 
letter from Dr Bates reporting a perfect score, Frank 
drove to the pier. Tony was already there and reported 
that he too had been given a clean bill of health. He 
showed Frank several life jackets. 

“Ralph advised me to get these,” Tony said. “We can 
split the cost later. Did you read up on your rules and 
regulations, Frank?” 

“Sure did. I think I know ’em okay.” 

Frank and Tony went off to the Coast Guard in- 
spector’s office, and passed the written test without any 
trouble. The boys were given papers showing they had 
licences to operate the Hai Hau. They then parted and 
Frank drove to the Hardy home. 

“Now we can run the advertisement,” said Joe, 
relieved. He and Frank took it to the newspaper office. 

“What's next?” Joe asked. 

Frank suggested that the brothers inform their other 
partners they were now ready for business. “Let’s start 
with Chet,” 

He drove the car to the Morton farm on the outskirts 
of Bayport. Only Chet’s mother was at home. She said 
that Chet had gone to practise something to do with 
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spelunking at the abandoned Tyler farm, a mile down 
the road. 

“I didn’t know that place had a cave in it,” Joe 
remarked as he and Frank drove off. 

Frank pulled into the rutted dirt drive of the Tyler 
farm and stopped in front of the weatherbeaten, 
deserted house. The boys got out. 

“Hey, Chet!” Joe shouted, cupping his hands, 

The brothers began scouting the fields, which were 
overgrown with weeds and brush. 

Suddenly a shrill whistle came as if from nowhere, 
followed by a ghostly voice calling, “Hey, you guys! 
Help!” 

“Tr’s Chet!” Frank exclaimed. “Where is he?” 

A further search revealed an old dry well. Attached 
at the top of the well to a tree was a broken length of 
rope. At the bottom of the gloomy shaft they could 
make out the round face of their chum looking up at 
them pitifully. 

“For Pete’s sake, what happened?” Joe called down. 
“You all right?” 

“Yes, I’m all right, but get me out of here!” 

Joe ran back to the car and returned with a rope. 
After much tugging and hauling, the Hardys finally 
succeeded in pulling Chet to safety. 

“Thanks, fellows!” he panted. 

‘The Hardys eyed in amazement the strange-looking 
garb of their friend, who was perspiring heavily. 

“Good grief!” Joe burst out laughing. ‘What're you 
dressed up for—a moon flight?” 

The stout youth was wearing large, one-piece green 
overalls. They fitted snugly at wrists and ankles, and 
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had leather patches at the knees and shoulders. The 
opening at the neck revealed two heavy, red-check 
woollen shirts underneath, which made Chet’s oversize 
figure bulge more than ever. Cotton working gloves, 
huge hiking boots with thick socks, and a hard hat 
topped with a miner’s lamp completed Chet’s costume. 

He also carried a police whistle on a lanyard around 
his neck, a waterproof plastic bag over one shoulder, 
and a length of nylon rope wrapped around his plump 

“‘All that in this weather?” Frank shook his head. 
“Heat must’ve gone to your brain, Chet.” 

“You just don’t know about spelunking,” Chet de- 
fended himself, adding proudly, “The name comes 
from the Latin word for cave; spelunca.” 

“Do you need this much gear for exploring caves?” 
Joe put in. 

“Sure, it’s dangerous. You have to be prepared for 
emergencies,” Chet replied. 

He opened his shoulder bag and took out a compass, 
a special watertight flashlight with a plastic lens, extra 
bulbs, batteries, matches, and candles in a small water- 
proof container. There were also plastic reflecting tape, 
several strips of which he had already pasted on his 
helmet, a cigar-shaped first-aid kit, a small knife, 
extra carbide and a repair kit for the lamp, and two 
canteens. 

“One holds drinking water and the other extra water 
for the lamp,” Chet explained. 

The Hardys stared at the heaped-up assortment. 
Chet beamed with pride as he stuffed the various 
objects into his kit bag. 
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“Tf all that equipment’s for exploring caves,” said 
Joe, “what were you doing inside the well?” 

Chet reddened slightly. “Well—uh—I thought P'd 
try chimneying. That’s a way of climbing up a narrow 
passage by pushing your feet against the opposite side 
and inching up. I let myself down by the rope and it 
broke. Then when I tried to chimney up, I found the 
well was too wide. So there I was. Good thing I heard 
you guys talking.” 

Joe grinned. ‘And it’s a good thing our rescue rope 
didn’t break. You put enough of a strain on it yourself, 
without adding that ton of hardware you’re carrying!” 

Chet was undaunted. ‘Go ahead, laugh. Spelunkers 
find some terrific sights underground.” 

“T'll bet it is interesting,” Frank conceded. “Maybe 
we can all take a crack at cave exploring this fall 
after our Chinese junk trips are over.” 

“Now you’re talking!” Chet exclaimed. “‘There are 
some swell caves right around Bayport.” 

Frank then told him about getting the licence and 
running the advertisement. “Tomorrow let’s take the 
Hai Hau on a trial run round Barmet Bay and over to 
Rocky Isle,” he suggested. “We can figure out how 
much it’s going to cost us, so we'll know what to charge 
our passengers.” 

Chet hesitated. “I have promised to take a couple of 
people spelunking,” he said, grinning mysteriously. 
“Thought you fellows might even come along. I didn’t 
know you'd be ready to start our ferry service so soon. 
Tl come if I can, but don’t wait for me.” 

“Okay.” 

The Hardys took Chet home, then drove to their own 
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house, The brothers found Aunt Gertrude entertaining 
aclub friend, Mrs Witherspoon, a widow. They greeted 
her, then went in to the kitchen for lemonade and 
biscuits. 

Mrs Witherspoon had a piercing voice, and the boys 
could plainly hear the conversation. ‘. . . must tell you, 
Gertrude, about the most wonderful new doctor who’s 
just opened an office here in Bayport! Dr Montrose, his 
name is.” 

“Indeed? What is he like?” Aunt Gertrude asked. 

“Simply amazing! He’s already helped Cora with 
her sciatica, and Mrs Pritchard says he’s calmed her 
nerves no end. You ought to try him.” Mrs Wither- 
spoon went on to say that the wealthy Dr Montrose 
also advised his patients in financial deals. He had 
already sent several women to a stockbroker friend of 
his to make investments. 

After the visitor had left, Aunt Gertrude came into 
the kitchen to prepare dinner. 

“Humph!” she said. “It’s my opinion that fellow 
Montrose is a fraud! Probably every women patient— 
and they’re all widows—will lose her money! I think 
it’s my duty to expose him.” 

“You'll need proof,” Frank reminded her. 

“Then Tl get proof!” Miss Hardy declared. “Pll 
turn detective and ask him here to treat me. I'll soon 
find out what he’s up to!” 


-5- 
A Strange Warning 


Tuar evening Frank and Joe went over their list of 
equipment on the Hai Hau. “Guess nothing’s missing,” 
said Joe. 

At that moment Frank snapped his fingers. “Some- 
thing very important is missing,” he said. “Our junk 
has no short-wave radio, and we might need one to get 
in touch with the Coast Guard. Let’s fix up that port- 
able set in the basement.” 

“You mean the one Dad just took out of the old car 
he sold—the set with the Coast Guard, the police, and 
the Hardy frequencies on it?” 

Frank nodded. Two years ago the boys’ father had 
had a two-way set rigged up in their basement, so that 
he could have quick communication not only with the 
Bayport police, but with the cars of his sons and his 
detective Sam Radley. 

“Swell idea!” said Joe. “‘Let’s get started.” 

The brothers worked until nearly midnight getting 
the portable set ready for the Hai Hau. Then, yawning, 
they climbed the stairs to bed. 

Early the next morning Aunt Gertrude telephoned 
Dr Montrose and asked him to call at the house. He 
arrived before nine o’clock, just as the boys were ready 
to leave. Mrs Witherspoon was with him. 
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“I was in the doctor’s office, Gertrude, when you 
phoned,” the widow explained, ‘so I thought I’d come 
along and introduce you two. Believe me, you can have 
every faith in Dr Montrose!” 

The doctor smiled confidently. He was tall and thin, 
with a small head perched on a long stringy neck. His 
eyes were sharp and piercing. 

“And these are Miss Hardy’s nephews, Frank and 
Joe,” Mrs Witherspoon went on. 

The boys shook hands, then said they were about to 
leave the house for several hours. 

“Mrs Witherspoon, would you be able to stay here 
and answer the door or phone while my aunt is con- 
sulting Dr Montrose?” Frank requested. He did not like 
the idea of leaving Miss Hardy alone on her detective 
mission! 

“Oh, T’ll keep house while the doctor’s here,” Mrs 
Witherspoon promised good-naturedly. 

Frank and Joe thanked her. Before starting off Joe 
hurried to the basement to turn on the short-wave set. 

“T'd like to call Aunt Gertrude later and hear what 
she found out from that ‘stock swindler’,”’ Joe confided 
to his brother as they hurried to the dock. Frank 
grinned. 

At the pier the Hardys found Biff and Tony polishing 
woodwork on the Hai Hau. Frank and Joe pitched in to 
help them, A few minutes later Jim Foy showed up. 

“Welcome aboard, honoured guest,” Joe said 
solemnly, bowing low in Oriental manner. 

The Chinese-American lad chuckled. “That’s corny 
enough fora Grade D movie about China! Whichreminds 
me, I wrote to my uncle about George Ti-Ming.”” 
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“Fine,” said Frank. “Let us know as soon as you hear 
anything.” 

Jim Foy scrambled down from the pier to join the 
others. Frank reminded them of the Chinese newspaper 
item concerning Chin Gok and the smuggling plot. 
“‘Let’s search this junk and see if anything’s still hidden 
aboard.” 

“Right!” Tony agreed. 

The boys began a search of every crack and crevice. 
They were about to give up when Joe gave a shout from 
the bow. 

“Hey, someone bring a screw driver!” 

Frank grabbed one from the tool locker and hurried 
to join his brother in the bow. The other boys watched 
as Joe carefully pried loose a tiny silvery object which 
had become wedged between two deck planks. 

“What is it?” Biff asked, staring with wide-eyed 
interest. Then he exclaimed, “A bullet!” 

“Good grief!” said Tony. “I wonder when that 
missed someone and landed here!” 

Frank and Joe examined the bullet. “My guess is that 
it came from quite a distance,” Frank said. ‘‘Probably 
a stray intended for a practice target.” 

“I hope you're right,” Biff said with an uncomfort- 
able feeling. 

Tony urged that they stop searching and set sail. 
But the Hardys told Biff and Tony they needed time to 
install the two-way radio set they had brought along. 

“J figured we could use it for ship-to-shore com- 
munication with that radio setup in our basement,” 
Frank explained, ‘“‘and also call the Coast Guard if we 
need to.” 
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‘The job of installing the short-wave equipment was 
soon completed. Tony started the outboard and they 
pulled away from the dock, Once clear, the sails were 
hoisted and the centre-board lowered. 

“Wind on the port beam,” Frank observed. 

Soon they were scudding over the water at a brisk 
clip. It was a bright sunny day and Rocky Isle was 
clearly outlined on the horizon beyond the mouth of 
Barmet Bay. 

“Let’s try calling Aunt Gertrude,” Joe suggested 
presently. ‘Over an hour has gone by since Dr Mon- 
trose came to the house. I’d like to know how she made 
out with her detective work.” Speaking into the mike, 
he said, “Hardy boys to Elm Street. Come in, please!” 

There was no response, except a faint sputter of 
static. Repeated calls were not answered. 

‘Aunt Gertrude must have gone out,” said Joe. 

Suddenly a hissing voice broke in, “Hardys, I warn 
you. Do not sail the Hai Hau!” 

The boys were electrified. ‘Good grief! Where did 
that come from?” Tony exclaimed. “Your house?” 

Frank became grim. “If it did, that voice might have 
been a prowler’s, Aunt Gertrude may have run into 
trouble!” 


“You're right,” said Joe, “We'd better get back there 
pronto!” 

‘The Hai Hau was turned in a wide sweep, then headed 
back to Bayport. Biff tried to ease the Hardys’ worries 
by suggesting that the warning had not come from the 
boys’ home after all. “Someone who knows your fre- 
quency may just be teasing you,” he said. 

Frank and Joe were not convinced and listened care- 
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fully for any further message. Halfway back through 
the bay, Joe gave the radio call signal again. To every- 
one’s amazement a familiar voice crackled over the 
junk’s speaker. 

“Hi, fellows! This is Chet Spelunker!” 

“Chet! For Pete’s sake, where are you operating 
from?” Joe cried out. 

“Your place,” the stout boy replied. “The front door 
‘was open, so I walked in. Hope you don’t mind. Just 
then I heard your signal and hustled down to the 
basement.” 

‘Joe asked, ‘Were you the wise guy who sent us that 
warning before?” 

“What warning? What are you talking about?” 

‘Chet was dumbfounded when he heard of the mys- 
terious threat received over the junk’s radio. “It sure 
wasn’t my voice you heard—I just got here,” he said. 
“J only stopped by to—well, to see if your aunt had any 
spare cake for a picnic.” 

“Where’s Aunt Gertrude?” Joe asked. 

“She’s not here, worse luck. I guess she must be out. 
Didn’t answer when I called her,” Chet replied. 

“And no one else is there?” 

“Not a soul. And the house looks okay.” Chet 
chuckled. ‘About that picnic, Callie and Iola are going 
on the spelunking trip with me.” 

Callie Shaw, an attractive blonde, was Frank’s 
favourite date. The couple usually double-dated with 
Iola and Joe. 

“Some guys have all the luck,” Joe remarked. 
‘Well, see you later!” Ghet called. “‘I’ll close the 
door.” 
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‘The plump youth signed off, leaving Frank and Joe 
more mystified than ever. Where was Miss Hardy? 
Who had left the door open? And who had sent the 
strange radio threat, and from where? 

Biff spoke up. “Since everything is okay at your 
house, Frank and Joe, let’s continue our trip to Rocky 
Isle.” 

The Hardys agreed, though they would have pre- 
ferred going home to be sure nothing had happened. 
Once more the junk was turned and the boys tacked out 
of the bay and emerged on to the open sea. Rocky Isle 
lay about five miles ahead, The northern end of the 
small island was a tumbled mass of rock, rising to a 
sheer cliff, on which stood a white lighthouse. The 
southern portion of the land was flat and sandy. The 
only home onit, which was near the shore, was occupied 
by the park-keeper, Dave Roberts. 

“Might be a good idea to practise landing at the 
public wharf,” Frank suggested. 

Tony laughed. “You mean we'd better look good 
when we bring our first load of passengers?” 

The wind continued while they crossed the stretch of 
open water. As they neared the southern end of the 
island and approached the boat landing-stage, Frank 
told Biff to stop the engine. 

“Let’s try it under sail,” he said. 

Frank swung the junk’s nose into the wind to lose 
headway and ordered the others to slacken off on the 
sheets. As they did, the wind shifted. A sudden gust sent 
the junk straight towards the quay! 

“We'll crash!” Jim cried. 

Acting quickly, Joe shoved the fenders over the side, 
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grabbed a bamboo boat hook, and staved off the shock 
of impact. With a creaking scrunch the junk swung into 
position alongside the stone pier! 

“Whew! Let’s not do that again!” he gasped. 

“Nice going, boy!” Tony clapped Joe on the back. 
“With you aboard, what is there to worry about?” 

The boys practised several more landings, both with 
and without the engine. All went offsmoothly. Satisfied, 
they headed back towards Barmet Bay. 

‘Two miles from the island, a motorboat came racing 
up astern and pulled alongside the junk. Aboard were 
two men in Coast Guard uniforms, One, wearing the 
insignia of a chief petty officer, hailed them in a loud 
voice. 

“Heave tol We're coming aboard!” 


olay 
Coastal Search 


‘Tue boys aboard the Hai Heu were surprised at the un- 
expected order. The Coast Guard officer’s scowling 
manner hinted at trouble. 

“Anything wrong?” Frank called across the water as 
Tony stopped the outboard. 

“We're checking on all private craft in the Bayport 
area!” the man shouted back, “That junk isn’t properly 
documented and you’re subject to a fine. The Hai Hay 
will have to be taken back to the base in tow!” 

Biff reddened angrily. “What do you mean? We 
have everything that is required.” 

“We got our Certificate of Inspection in New York,” 
Tony called. 

“Tell that to the warrant officer!” the man retorted. 
“We're still taking you in! You'll have to prove what 
you're saying.” 

He poised in the stern, ready to leap aboard the 
junk as his mate steered closer to the Hat Hau. 

“Wait a second!” Joe ordered. With sharp eyes he 
had looked over the other craft. “That’s no Coast 
Guard boat you’re in,” he said. ‘‘Where’s your official 
ensign?” 

The burly pilot’s expression became ugly. ‘Don’t get 
smart with us, kid! We'll ask the questions!” 
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“T'll bet they’re phonies!” Frank cried out. 

‘The men heard him. ‘Shut up or we'll clap you all in 
irons!” one threatened. As the boats touched sides, he 
vaulted over the gunwale. 

Joe greeted him with a stiff-hand jab before the man 
could find solid footing on the Hai Hau’s deck. Taken off 
balance, he toppled backwards into the water. He came 
up spluttering and cursing. The helmsman shouted dire 
threats at the boys. 

“Now’s our chance!” Joe yelled. ‘Give ’er the gun, 
Tony!” He threw the helm hard over. 

Tony revved the outboard and the junk spurted away 
from the motorboat. Its helmsman was too concerned 
with rescuing his partner to give chase. 

Biff chuckled and pumped Joe’s hand. “‘Nice going, 
pal!” 

The boys hooted with laughter as they watched the 
man in the water being hauled into the motorboat, 
drenched and dripping. He looked balefully at the boys. 

“You won’t get away with this!” 

His angry bellow carried across the water. He and his 
pal made no attempt to go after the boys, evidently 
realizing that they stood little chance against the Hai 
Hau’s husky and determined crew. 

“Wow! This is more excitement than I bargained 
for!” Jim Foy said, “Are you fellows sure those guys 
weren’t real coastguards from the Bayport station?” 

“We'll soon find out!” Biff declared. 

‘He warmed up the transmitter again and tuned in to 
the Coast Guard station frequency. All of the crew were 
much relieved when the base’s radio operator assured 
them that no harbour patrol boats had been ordered to 
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pick up unregistered craft. He also said that the offi- 
cer in charge would send out a launch at once to 
hunt for the troublemakers. 

“I wonder where those fakers got their uniforms?” 
Tony mused. 

Frank shrugged. “Stole them probably. What I’d like 
to know is why everyone’s so anxious to get hold of this 
junk.” 

7 “Maybe all the guys we’ve had run-ins with are 
members of the same gang,” Joe conjectured. 

Biff offered another theory. He suggested that the 
two fake coastguards might be cronies of Clams 
Dagget. “Maybe Clams hired them to keep us from 
starting our boat business,” Biff said. “You told us, 
Frank, that he was angry when he came to your house.” 

“That’s right.” 

The Hai Hau returned to Bayport without further 
incident, and was tied up at the pier. Jim Foy said he 
had toleaveashe had ajob to do for his father. The other 
four boys remained for a while, talking over their plans. 
‘Tomorrow was to be the opening day of their passenger 
service to Rocky Isle. 

“Let’s keep our fingers crossed!” Tony said with a 
grin as the meeting broke up. 

“Don’t worry,” Frank replied confidently. “I'll bet 
we get a full boatload at every trip!” 

Biff and Tony, who had chores to attend to, drove 
off in Biff’s jeep. “‘See you tomorrow, fellows!” 

“What’ll we do now?” Joe asked his brother. 

“Let’s grab a hamburger,” Frank said. “I’m 
starved.” 

“So am I. But first I want to phone the Coast Guard 
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and find out if they've picked up those two fakers.” 

The brothers went into a nearby restaurant which 
had a public telephone and made the call. The two men 
had not been caught. 

‘As the Hardys perched themselves on stools, Joe sug- 
gested, “What say you and I try to trace those phoney 
coastguards? Maybe we can spot their boat. After 
all, we got a good look at it.” 

“Smart idea! We'll take the Sleuth.” 

The boys finished their hamburgers and hurried to 
the boathouse where they kept their motorboat. Minutes 
later, they were cruising along the shore of Barmet 
Bay. They went the full length of the three miles, first 
inspecting the north side, then the south. There was no 
sign of the craft anywhere. 

“Let’s try the ocean,” Frank urged. 

Leaving the harbour mouth, the Hardys turned 
northward along the coast. The ocean was as quiet as a 
pond. From time to time the brothers hailed fishing 
boats and other small craft to inquire about the motor- 
boat. None of the skippers they questioned had sighted 
it, and the boys did not spot the craft hidden anywhere 
along the rocky, indented shoreline. 

“Looks as if we’re out of luck,” Joe grumbled, 

Frank was keeping binoculars trained along the 
coast. “Let’s try south of the bay,” he suggested. 

“Okay. Let’s go!” Joe swung the Sleuth round, 
leaving a frothing wake. 

As it passed Rocky Isle to starboard, a small cabin 
cruiser crossed their bow. The man at the wheel waved 
to them. Frank shouted a description of the motorboat 
and asked if he had seen it. 
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“Sure, about ten minutes ago,” the yachtsman called 
back. “‘Heading over that way!” 

He indicated a sandy stretch of beach half a mile 
beyond the harbour mouth. 

“Thanks!” The boys waved back. 

“A break at last!” Joe muttered. He increased speed 
and the Sleuth lunged ahead, its bow lifting clear of the 
water, 

As they neared the beach which the yachtsman had 
pointed out, the boys switched places, Frank took the 
wheel, 

“Hey, this is where Clams Dagget lives!” Joe remem- 
bered suddenly. He trained the binoculars on the shore, 
picking out Dagget’s shack. “Frank!” he yelled ex- 
citedly, “I see those two men who pretended to be 
coastguards. They’re standing at the front of the shack, 
talking to Clams!” 

Frank turned the motorboat towards the shore. As it 
beached in the shallow water of an inlet the boys leaped 
out and ran towards the shack. 

At that instant their quarry sighted them. Breaking 
off the conversation with Clams, the two men dashed 
into the tall bulrushes behind the shack. 

“‘After those fakers!” Joe shouted to Frank. 

The marshy ground sloped upwards into scrubby 
underbrush, willows, and sumac. Frank and Joe could 
hear the men plunging forward, but soon lost sight of 
them. The boys were finally forced to give up. 

“What luck!” Joe growled. ‘‘We almost had em!” 

“Let’s see what Clams has to say about them,” 
Frank suggested grimly. 

Dagget was lounging at thefront ofhisshack, whittling 
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a piece of wood. He appeared unconcerned as the two 
boys walked up to him. 

“Who were those guys?” Frank demanded. 

“What guys?” 

“The ones we were chasing.” 

Clams shrugged. “How should I know?” He began 
whistling airily as he continued work with his penknife. 

“You'd better think hard!” Frank warned him. 
“Those fellows are—? 

He broke off as an engine roared in the distance. A 
second later the boys saw their quarry’s motorboat race 
from a nearby cove. It headed northward. 

Joe clenched his fists in futile rage. “No hope of 
catching them with that kind of a start! But I can notify 
the authorities on the Sveuth’s radio. Wait here,” he told 
Frank, and dashed back to the motorboat. 

The young detective pressed the button for the Coast 
Guard frequency. He reported having seen the im- 
personators and that they had taken a northerly route 
in their escape. 

Meanwhile, Frank had been questioning Clams 
Dagget. When he found him unwilling to talk, Frank 
flushed with anger. 

“Listen, ClamsI’m warning you. Those two guys 
you were talking to just committed a federal offence.” 

“What!” 

The old beachcomber’s mouth dropped open in a 
look of alarm. 

“You heard me. They’re impersonating members of 
the United States Coast Guard. What’s more, they tried 
to board our junk and take over,” Frank added. “That 
could be attempted piracy.” 
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“J don’t know nothin’ about ’em,” Clams Dagget 
whined. “Never even seen ’em before. That’s the truth!” 

“Then what were you talking to them about? You 
were sure acting chummy!” 

“They said they wanted me to do a job for ’em,” 
Clams replied. “I don’t know what. You and your 
brother came along and scared ’em off before they got a 
chance to explain.” 

Presently Joc returned and questioned Clams further, 
but finally both boys decided he was telling the truth. 
Boarding the Sleuth, they returned to Bayport. 

It was almost seven o’clock when Frank and Joe 
arrived home. They found a note from Aunt Gertrude 
on the hall table. It said: 

I feel much better and am going out. Dr Montrose is a 
good doctor. He did not talk about stocks and I had no 
chance to bring up the subject. 

Phone Chet Morton’s mother as soon as you get in. She has 
phoned twice. 

Frank frowned. “I wonder what’s up?” 

He dialled the Morton’s number. A woman’s voice 
answered almost immediately. 

“This is Frank Hardy, Mrs Morton. I—” 

“Oh, thank goodness you got my message!” Mrs 
Morton sounded frantic. “Chet and the two girls haven’t 
returned from their cave trip! They were due back 
hours ago! Please help us to find them!” 


=o do 
Missing Spelunkers 


Franx tried to calm Chet’s excited mother. “I’m sure 
there’s nothing to be alarmed about, Mrs Morton,” he 
said soothingly. “Joe and I will start looking right away. 
Did Chet tell you where he and Callie and Iola were 
going?” 

“That's just it—he didn’t say exactly!” Mrs Morton 
replied. ““He did mention taking the West Road, but I 
don’t know where. Oh dear, I never should have let 
them go!” 

“Please don’t worry,” Frank said. ‘“We’ll find them.” 

‘As he hung up, Joe flashed him a questioning look. 
“*What’s wrong?” 

“Chet and the girls are missing. Come on! We'll have 
to work fast before it gets too dark!” 

The boys dashed out to their convertible and sped 
through the outskirts of town. Frank took the West 
Road. Outside Bayport, the road ran through a stretch 
of barren, rocky hillsides. 

“Slow down,” Joe said as they came to a junction. 
“Let’s check this road. There might be a cave near 
here.” 

Frank braked the convertible and swung off on to the 
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unpaved road. Joe leaped out, hoping to find the tyre 
tracks of Chet’s jalopy. He came back a moment later, 
shaking his head. 

“No luck.” 

Most of the area was uncultivated, with scraggy brush 
and timber growing up the hillsides. As the boys drove 
along they passed a rock quarry and several gravel pits. 
Here and there, dirt lanes branched off, leading to 
scattered farms or other roads, 

The Hardys checked several of these rutted paths. 
On the fifth try, Joe shouted: 

“Hey! This may be it!” 

Frank hurried to join him. His brother pointed out a 
set of narrow tyre tracks with a worn, old-fashioned 
tread pattern. 

“Those are Chet’s, all right!” Frank confirmed.“T 
noticed the treads that time we helped him change one 
of his tyres.” 

Hurrying back to their car, the boys turned up the 
lane. The convertible bounced and jolted so badly that 
Frank changed into low gear. 

Moments later, Joe gave a cry of relief. Chet’s red 
jalopy was parked ahead. Ithad been pulled off the lane 
into a bordering clump of poplars. Beyond the trees, the 
ground rose steeply. 

“There must be a cave entrance nearby,” said Frank. 
“We'd better take our flashlights.” 

Joe grabbed them from the glove compartment and 
the brothers hopped out. Daylight was fading, but a 
clear trail of crushed undergrowth plainly showed which 
direction the spelunkers had taken. 

The brush finally thinned out amid tumbled rocks 
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and boulders. A few minutes’ search, however, revealed 
an opening in the hillside. 

Joe cupped his hands and yelled into the yawning 
darkness. ‘Hey, Chet! , . . Iola!” 

No answer. 

“Let’s go in!” Frank urged. ‘The cave probably runs 
in a long way. They can’t hear us.” 

Crouching, the boys entered. Once inside, they were 
able to straighten up. Frank and Joe stabbed the dark- 
ness with their flashlights. The yellow glow revealed a 
fair-sized cavern, at least thirty feet in width. Straight 
ahead, the darkness closed in again beyond the range of 
their flashlight beams. 

“It’s deep, all right,” Joe muttered. 

The boys pressed forward. Eventually the cave 
narrowed, then forked in two directions. The right-hand 
opening dwindled into a crawlway of pitch blackness. 
The left-hand fork, though a cramped tunnel, was high 
enough for a person to walk through. 

“Which way?” Joe asked, hesitating. The floor of the 
cave was too hard to show footprints. 

“Let’s go left,” Frank decided. “‘Chet and the girls 
probably took the easiest route if they'd never explored 
here before.” 

Joe nodded. “I sure can’t see how Chet could squirm 
through a hole that size,” he added with a nervous 
chuckle, gazing at the small opening. 

Frank went first. The tunnel sloped downwards, and 
gradually broadened out. 

"There they are! But—oh!” 
Frank’s cry was wrought with fear. A few yards 
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ahead, Iola, Callie and Chet lay motionless on the 
floor of a small, dead-end chamber! 

The Hardys ran forward and anxiously bent over 
their three overall-clad friends. To the boys’ relief, all 
were still breathing. 

“What happened to em?” Joe asked, bewildered. 

“Passed out, I guess. We must revive them!” 

“We could use more light,” said Joe. “But we ought 
to save our batteries.” 

Chet’s carbide lamp was empty of water. Rather 
than waste time refilling it, Joe lit a candle taken from 
the stout youth’s kit bag. As the chamber brightened 
with the soft glow of candlelight, Frank and Joe began 
reviving the trio. They chafed their wrists and bathed 
their faces with water from Chet’s canteen. Presently 
Tola moaned, and the other two showed signs of 
regaining consciousness. 

“Whew! I'm getting a headache,” Joc sighed. 

“Same here.” 

As the boys paused, they realized that their eyesight 
was becoming affected. Vision grew blurred and they 
began to pant. 

“Joe, this place is short of oxygen and that candle’s 
burning up what’s left!” Frank gasped. “We must get 
out of here—fast!” 

Frank lifted Callie to her feet and Joe did the same 
with Iola. The girls’ knees buckled. 

“Be simpler to carry ’em!” Joe said. 

“Okay, but we'll have to speed it up fast!”” 

Frank swung Callie over one shoulder, while Joe 
picked up Iola. Nightmarish moments followed as the 
brothers wormed their way back through the tunnel to 
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the mouth of the outer cave. Perspiring and panting, 
the boys gulped in lungfuls of fresh air, as they placed, 
the girls on the grass. Then they hurried back to the 
dead-end chamber. 

With lightning speed they gathered up Chet’s 
spelunking equipment, stuffing most of it into their 
pockets. Then Frank put his hands under Chet’s 
shoulders while Joe grabbed the stout boy’s legs. Each 
held his flashlight clamped under one arm. 

“Man! Chet—must weigh three hundred pounds!” 
Joe gasped out. 

By the time the rescue mission was completed, Frank 
and Joe were so woozy from the bad air that they were 
nearing collapse themselves. Both dropped to the 
ground to catch their breath. In a few minutes Chet and 
the girls had revived enough to be able to tell their story. 

“T knew we shouldn’t stay in that dead-end cubby- 
hole too long,” Chet moaned. “But when we started to 
come out through the tunnel, we heard some men 
talking, so we stopped.” 

The Hardys looked puzzled, and Joe asked, “Is that 
any reason for asphyxiating yourselves?” 

“‘Wait'll you hear the rest!” Chet said. ““They were 
talking about you two!” 

“That’s right!” Iola chimed in. “We heard one of 
them say, ‘We'll have to take care of those Hardy boys 
before they spoil everything!’ ” 

“They sounded plenty tough, too!” Chet said. He 
added plaintively, “I sure wish you guys wouldn’t get 
mixed up in mysteries!” 

Frank and Joe exchanged troubled glances. “What 
else did they say?” Frank asked. 
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Chet shrugged. “Don’t know. They talked too low, 
but they started to come in farther. So we figured it 
would be safer to lic low till the men were gone, and we 
went back to the inner chamber. Then-we blacked out.” 

Callie, who was trying to smooth her rumpled hair, 
flashed a grateful smile at Frank. “We'd still be there— 
and maybe dead by this time—if it hadn’t been for you 
Hardys. Thanks a million for saving us!” 

“She means you, naturally,” Joe quipped to his 
brother. Then he blushed as Iola said: 

“Well, I think you're wonderful, too! So there!” To 
back up her words, Iola planted a quick kiss on Joe’s 
cheek, which left him gulping in surprise. 

Before leaving the area, the Hardys decided to look 
for any clues that might lead to the men whom the 
spelunkers had overheard. They checked the ground 
carefully outside the cave and found several sets of men’s 
footprints which differed from their own and Chet’s. 

“And notice this. The prints leading away from the 
cave are deeper than the ones leading towards it,” 
Frank observed. 

Joc nodded with kcen interest. “You're right. Those 
guys must have been carrying something pretty heavy!”” 

“We didn’t see anything in the cave when we 
entered,” Chet spoke up. 

“Which means,” said Frank, “‘that it must have been 
taken out some time before you came—probably only 
a little while before.” 

“Oh!” Callie caught her breath. “You mean we just 
missed meeting those awful men!” 

‘The two boys made an effort to trace the footprints 
to learn the direction the Hardys’ enemies had taken, 
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but lost them where the tracks connected with tyre 
marks, 

“We'd never catch those men now, anyway,” Frank 
said as they gave up. “‘Let’s go back to the cave and see 
if we can find any clues.” 

‘He went on to say that if something large and heavy 
had been hidden inside, the cave might have other 
chambers, perhaps purposely blocked from view by 
piled-up rocks. 

Callie and Iola, and even Chet, showed signs of their 
recent ordeal, so Frank and Joe decided to call off their 
sleuthing for that evening. The group piled into their 
cars and drove to the farm. 

Mr and Mrs Morton hurried out on to the front porch 
as soon as they heard the cars arrive. “Thank goodness 
you're all safe!” Mrs Morton exclaimed, throwing her 
arms round her son and the two girls. 

Chet and Iola’s father said little, but smiled his relief, 
and gave Frank and Joe each a warm handshake 
“We're mighty grateful to you boys!” he murmured. 

Mrs Morton served a hot dinner for everyone while 
Callie Shaw telephoned her parents. Later, as the whole 
group sat in the living-room, Iola exclaimed: 

“Oh, I almost forgot! Look what I found this after 
noon. It was on the ground just outside the cave.” 

Iola fetched her overall and reached into the pocket 
to take out a gold cuff link. In it was set a bluish 
fluorescent amber, cut in the shape of a tiger. 

‘The Hardys stared at each other, then Joe cried out, 
“One of the cuff links Dad told us to try to find!” 
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Stolen Evidence 


Onty the Hardy boys knew the significance of Iola’s 
find. She asked innocently, “You mean your father lost 
this cuff link?” 

“No, but it has something to do with a case he’s 
working on,” Frank revealed. ‘‘I’m afraid I can’t tell 
you any more than that.” 

Tola had turned the cuff link over. “Here’s some 
Oriental wording on the back,” she said, “‘Let’s ask 
Jim Foy to come out and decipher it.” 

Frank and Joe telephoned their friend at once. He 
said he would drive over. When the Chinese-American 
boy arrived, he gazed at the cuff link in amazement. 

“These symbols are Cantonese and mean Hong 
Kong,” he translated. ‘‘And this beautiful bluish amber 
is highly prized by the Chinese. It is often used for 
carving little figures of Buddha-sitting-in-the-lotus.” 

Jim went on to relate that amber was called “‘tiger 
soul” in old Chinese legends, It was believed that when 
a tiger died, its spirit penetrated the earth and turned 
to amber. 

“J don’t know whether there’s a spirit in this,” Chet 
spoke up, ‘but I do know it came from Hong Kong and 
so did the Hai Hau. 1'll bet this cuff link was part of the 
smugglers’ contraband on it!” 
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“You could be right,” Frank said reflectively. “Well, 
one thing’s sure. They won’t be back to the cave. 
‘Whatever they had hidden in there they've taken away.” 

“One guess,” said Joe. “Boxes of smuggled goods.” 

“TJ don’t like this,” Chet grumbled. ‘‘Sounds to me as 
if all of us are getting mixed up with a gang of smug- 
glers!” 

Frank and Joe themselves felt a little worried. They 
had been suspicious that members of the Chinese 
factions interested in the Hai Hau might trail them to 
Bayport. The cave incident would seem to prove they 
had. But how did the Chameleon fit into the picture of 
the smuggling racket? 

“Did those men you heard at the cave sound like 
Chinese?” Frank asked Chet and the girls. 

Tola and Callie debated this. Neither had noticed a 
foreign accent, they said. 

Chet shrugged. ‘We couldn’t tell for sure. We caught 
only a few words.” 

Frank asked Iola if he might take the cuff link with 
him. She agreed, and Joe slipped the piece of jewellery 
into an envelope she gave him and put it in his pocket. 

When the excitement died down, Mr Morton picked 
up a copy of the evening newspaper and began turning 
the pages. Suddenly he remarked, “That’s quite an 
advertisement you fellows dreamed up.” He chuckled. 
“Almost makes me want to take a ride on your junk!” 

“Let’s see, Dad!” Iola exclaimed excitedly. She 
sprang up and went to perch on the arm of her father’s 
armchair. Chet and Callie looked over her shoulder. 
The announcement read: 

Have fun sailing to Rocky Isle aboard a fabulous Chinese 
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junk. It’s the oldest in sailing, yet the newest in today's 
exciting boat age. Made to order for Bayport swash- 
bucklers. The exotic Hai Hau brings an exciting glimpse 
of the mysterious Orient to Barmet Bay. The boating 
adventure of a lifetime, Three return trips a day! 

*‘Wow!” Chet said. “That ought to bring us busi- 
ness!” He beamed with anticipation. 

“What do you mean us?” Joe winked at the others. 
“You'll probably be off spelunking somewhere.” 

“How did you guess?” Chet admitted, grinning. 
“f’ve made up my mind to explore the right-hand fork 
of that tunnel—if I can squeeze through, that is. But 
don’t worry, fellows. I'll serve on the crew later.” 

When the gathering finally broke up, Frank and Joe 
took Callie Shaw home. Then they drove directly to 
their own home. The Hardy house lay dark and silent 
in the moonlight. 

“Guess Aunt Gertrude’s asleep,” said Frank. ‘What 
say we test the cuff link for fingerprints?” 

‘The boys went down to the basement, where Frank 
took out their kit of detective equipment. He dusted the 
jewellery for fingerprints, then examined the results 
under a magnifying glass. 

“This has Iola’s prints on it,” Joe announced, after 
comparing them with an inked set on a card. The 
Hardys had built up asizeable fingerprint file, including 
records on all their family and acquaintances. “‘If there 
were any other prints, Iola’s have blurred them 
out.” 

“Let’s phone Dad just the same,” Frank proposed 
and put in the call to Los Angeles. 

To the boys’ disappointment, neither Mr nor Mrs 
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Hardy was in the hotel, so Frank requested that his 
parents call back early in the morning. 

Joe yawned. ‘‘Let’s go to bed, Frank.” 

‘The next morning at the breakfast table Joe asked his 
aunt what she had found out about Dr Montrose. “Do 
you still think he’s in league with that broker pal of his 
to swindle people?” 

In response Miss Hardy did a rare thing—she 
blushed! “I’m ashamed to tell you boys I didn’t learn 
a thing. Instead, I went to sleep!” 

“What!” 

“Dr Montrose gave me a pill to take, then he kept 
talking about how J felt, so I couldn’t get started on the 
other topic.” 

“Where was Mrs Witherspoon all this time?” Frank 
put in. 

“Oh, wandering round the house. She’s—uh—kind 
of an inquisitive person,” Miss Hardy replied. ‘Pretty 
soon my head began to nod. I remember the doctor 
saying, ‘Why don’t you go upstairs and have a good 
sleep? We'll leave now, Mrs Witherspoon.’ They left 
and I started upstairs. The next thing I knew I woke 
up in my room. The clock said ten minutes past twelve 
—I could scarcely believe my eyes!” 

Frank told his aunt that Chet had come there and 
found the door open. “I guess it’s my fault,” she said, 
and berated herself for such carelessness. “‘An invitation 
to sneak thieves!” She hurried to check the silver in the 
dining-table drawer. It was intact. 

“And of course the alarm didn’t go off and alert you 
that Chet was approaching the house,” Joe remarked. 

“Te certainly won’t happen again,” Miss Hardy 
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declared. ‘But you know I do feel better—in fact, I’m 
fine.” 

At that moment the telephone rang. Joe answered. 
“Tt’s Dad!’ he exclaimed. Frank hurried to join his 
brother in the front hall. “He’s calling long distance 
from the West Coast,” Joe added. Both boys shared the 
phone during the conversation that followed. They told 
their father eagerly about the Hai Hau and the exciting 
events following its purchase. Joe also mentioned the 
two visits by mysterious prowlers and finally the finding 
of the one cuff link. 

“Amazing!” the detective exclaimed. “I probably 
should come home to pursue this cuff-link clue. On the 
other hand, it may tie in with a new lead I have—that 
the Chameleon has recently had some business with 
certain Chinese in California. I believe Pll stay here, 
since he may be in this vicinity.” 

Frank asked, “How’s your case coming along, Dad?” 

“Not much luck yet,” Fenton Hardy reported. “I 
need certain data from my safe. Get out all the top- 
secret records on Balarat and shoot them to me here in 
‘Los Angeles by airmail special delivery. You'll find them 
in a Manila packet labelled The Chameleon.” 

“We'll send it right away, Dad.” 

“Fine! See you later, boys! Goodbye.” 

The brothers hurried upstairs to their father’s study. 
Joe dialled the secret combination of the safe, then 
opened the safe door. 

He stared inside, gulped, and cried out in dismay, 
“The file on the Chameleon is gone!”* 

Frank nodded, grim-lipped. ‘“This’ll be a blow to 
Dad. That envelope contained all his private evidence 
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against the Chameleon.” He grabbed his brother’s 
arm. “Do you know what this means? One of the 
Chameleon’s henchmen must be watching this house. 
When he saw the front door open, he walked in without 
the alarm going off.” 

“Right. And, Joe, he must be an expert at safe- 
cracking! I think we'd better notify Dad at once.” 

“First, let’s see if anything else is missing,” Joe 
suggested. 

On the inside of the safe door the boys’ father had 
pasted a printed list of the contents. As Joe read each 
item, Frank checked. Finally he said, “‘Everything’s 
here. That burglar only wanted the Chameleon file.” 

Frank placed the call to his father’s hotel in Los 
Angeles. Fenton Hardy took the bad news with little 
comment, but said he was disturbed for the safety of the 
boys and his sister. 

You'd better be extra careful from now on,” the 
detective warned. ‘‘And call the police to investigate.” 

“Right, Dad!” Frank said. 

Within five minutes after the young sleuth had 
phoned headquarters, a police car arrived at the house. 
Chief Collig hurried inside, accompanied by two plain- 
clothesmen, Hanley and Darkle. 

“Now then, what happened?” Chief Collig demanded. 

Frank gave the details of the robbery, then led the 
men upstairs to the study. Joe followed. 

Collig and Hanley examined the safe, The latter 
dusted it for prints, but found none, 

“Smart operator,” he remarked. “‘Wiped off all traces 
clean as a whistle!” 

Chief Collig nodded shrewdly. ‘He'd have to be smart 
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to open this job without blowing it.” Turning back to 
the boys, the chief said, “I didn’t have time to check my 
files on the Chameleon. What’s the story on him?” 

Frank explained that he was an international thief 
and confidence man, whose real name was Arnold 
Balarat. Originally from New York, Balarat had oper- 
ated all over the United States and in Europe, as well as 
on ocean liners, 

“The Trans-Ocean Lines engaged Dad to find him 
after he swindled a number of their passengers,” Frank 
concluded. “The FBI is certain that Balarat is now in 
this country. Dad’s been hunting for him out on the 
West Coast after some clues turned up in Los Angeles. 
But so far the Chameleon is still at large.” 

Together the police and the Hardy boys looked for 
clues to the identity of the burglar. They found none 
and Chief Collig shook his head, perplexed. “That man 
left no fingerprints. Well, we'll talk to the neighbours 
about seeing any prowlers and find out what they have 
to offer.” 

After the officers left, Frank said, “I suggest we phone 
Mrs Witherspoon and Dr Montrose. They may have 
seen someone.” 

He spoke to Mrs Witherspoon first. “‘Oh, how dread- 
ful! A robbery!” she said . . . “No, Frank, I didn’t see 
anyone. I hope you catch him soon. I’m too weak to 
talk any more. I'll have to see Dr Montrose. Goodbye.” 

Frank now phoned the doctor himself, His line was 
engaged, In a few minutes Frank tried again. Still 
engaged. After a third try he proposed that he and Joe 
stop at Dr Montrose’s office on their way to the dock. 

“Good enough,” his brother agreed. 
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They said goodbye to Aunt Gertrude, then hurried 
off in their convertible. Frank parked at the front of Dr 
Montrose’s office in the town centre. Entering, they 
found themselves in a comfortable waiting room, 
Apparently the doctor employed no receptionist. 

“Hey, take a look at some of these,” Joe murmured 
in a low voice. 

He pointed to a number of framed letters hanging on 
the walls. They were glowing testimonials from former 
patients. An ornate diploma stated that Hubert Mon- 
trose had been awarded the degree of Doctor of Medi- 
cine from Ardvor College. 

Frank grinned. ‘Mighty impressive!” 

The brothers seated themselves in two of the leather 
chairs. Presently Dr Montrose came from a back room. 
A look of surprise flickered across his face, but this was 
quickly replaced by a smooth professional smile. 

“Ah, good morning!” He shook hands with his two 
visitors. “Tell me, how is your aunt?” 

“Much better, thanks,” Frank said. 

Dr Montrose did not invite the boys into his con- 
sulting room. He evidently had a patient inside. “Just 
what can I do for you?” he inquired. 

Frank explained about the robbery and asked if the 
doctor had noticed anything unusual during his visit to 
the house. 

Dr Montrose frowned thoughtfully. “Now that you 
mention it, I did hear a noise upstairs just as I was 
leaving,” he replied. “However, I assumed it was a 
maid or one of the family moving about.” 

“That was the robber!” Frank cried. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Dr Montrose, “But I’m afraid 
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I can’t help any more. And now, if you'll excuse me—” 

The, Hardys left and started for the pier. A block 
from the waterfront they saw Biff Hooper coming from 
a shop, his arms loaded with crates of fruit drink. They 
stopped and he hopped into the car. 

“Hey, what kept you guys?” Biff asked. “We have a 
full load of passengers.” 

“Swell!” Joe told him. 

“Sure is,” Frank added. 

‘The Hardys found a gay crowd gathered on the pier 
to watch the Hai Hau leave. The passengers were 
already aboard. 

“How about that?” said Tony proudly as he came 
up and showed Frank and Joe the cash receipts. “Full 
the first trip!” 

Frank beamed, slapped his friend on the back, and 
climbed aboard. The Hai Hau’s owners took their 
places. Jim Foy cast off amid shouts and waves from 
the spectators. Biff revved the outboard and Frank 
steered out across Barmet Bay. 

It was a fine sunny morning, promising a most en- 
joyable voyage to Rocky Isle. Joe and Tony hoisted the 
sails to take advantage of the slight breeze. The passen- 
gers called out in delight as the junk rode the waves. 

Presently Frank noticed that the stern was riding low 
in the water. Setting the wheel, he went to open the 
afterdeck hatch, then gave a low cry of alarm. The 
shallow compartment below was filled with water! 

“Hey, fellows! Come here!” When they arrived, he 
whispered hoarsely, “We've sprung a leak!” 

The boys’ faces filled with alarm. Could they possibly 
make the island safely with their boatload of passengers? 
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“We're letting in water too fast!” Joe said, peering 
into the compartment. “‘At this rate we'll capsize before 
we get to Rocky Isle!” 

“‘What'll we do?” Biff gasped. 

“We'd better come about and try to make it back to 
Bayport,” Frank said. “T'll start the bilge pump!” 

As the boys changed sail and turned the junk round, 
the passengers plied them with anxious questions. Con- 
sternation spread when they learned the Hai Hau was 
leaking. 

“We should have known better than to trust our- 
selves in a crazy boat like this!” a stout woman 
stormed. 

“You're right, dear,” agreed her husband, a very 
thin man in a flowered sports shirt. ‘‘We should’ve 
listened to Clams Dagget when he said this junk was 
nothing but junk!” 

Joe stifled the angry retort that rose to his lips, and 
Frank said, “Please be calm, everyone. We'll get you 
safely back to Bayport.” 

“You'd better!” the stout woman snapped. 

Meanwhile, the action of the bilge pump had 
stemmed the flood of water pouring into the compart- 
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ment, The source of the leak was now visible—a gaping 
hole several inches in diameter. 

“Hey!” a man in the bow called out. “You men- 
tioned Clams Dagget. Isn’t that his boat over there?” 

‘A motor launch was speeding towards them. “That's 
Clams, all right!” a high school youth confirmed. 

The girl beside him clutched his arm happily. 
“Thank goodness!” She sighed. “Now we'll all be 
saved!” 

‘The other passengers cheered. 

The crew of the Hai Hau felt too disgusted and heart- 
sick to comment. Joe and Tony had crawled down into 
the compartment below the afterdeck and were 
plugging the leak with socks and sweaters. 

“That hole was no accident,” Tony muttered be- 
tween clenched teeth. “Look!” He picked up a round 
piece of wood floating on the water in the compartment. 

“Look,” Frank replied, disturbed. “Someone made 
it with a keyhole saw from the outside. After a while the 
wood gave way.” 

By the time the leak was stopped, Clams Dagget’s 
motor launch, the Sandpiper, had arrived within hailing 
range of the Hai Hau. In response to shouts from the 
junk’s passengers, he pulled alongside. 

“What’sa matter, boys? Havin’ trouble keepin’ that 
Chinese bathtub afloat?” Clams taunted with a 
sneering grin, To the others aboard, he added, “Just 
climb over into my launch, folks. I'll get you to Rocky 
Isle safe and sound. I coulda told you that old hulk 
wasn’t seaworthy!” 

You did tell them!” Tony said angrily. “Maybe you 
had something to do with this leak, too!” 
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“You tryin’ to say I caused it?” Clams roared. 

“T sure wouldn’t be surprised!” 

The rest of the exchange was drowned out by the 
passengers clamouring for their money back. The boys 
refunded all fares, then assisted the people to climb 
over into the motor launch. 

As it sped away, the Hai Hau’s crew looked at one 
another in deep chagrin. Biff revved the outboard to 
top speed and they headed back to Bayport. 

Reaching a repair dock, the junk was hoisted out of 
water and thoroughly examined. The boys spent the 
next few hours pounding in a plug, covering it with a 
steel plate, and caulking the patch securely. When they 
finished, the Hai Hau was as seaworthy as ever. 

“Neat job,” said Biff, wiping his hands on a rag. 
“But Pd sure like to know if Clams did saw that hole.” 

“We can’t prove he’s the guilty party,” Frank re- 
minded the others. “‘If those Chinese we tangled with 
in New York are here in Bayport, they might have done 
it” 

Late that afternoon, after Frank and Joe had re- 
turned home, Jim Foy stopped at the house. He said he 
had brought a letter from his uncle in Chinatown. It 
contained information not only about George Ti-Ming, 
but Chin Gok as well, gleaned through the Chinese 
Benevolent Association. 

“Better read it yourselves,” Jim advised. 

The report stated that Chin Gok and Ti-Ming were 
the New York agents for two rival Chinese export firms 
based in Hong Kong. Both firms had been in trouble 
with United States and British authorities on smuggling 
charges, During the past few years, however, Ti- 
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Ming’s group seemed to have stayed within the law. 

“Ti-Ming became a travelling salesman, so far as 
anyone knows, and is rarely in New York any more,” 
‘Mr Foy concluded in his letter. 

‘The Hardys thanked him, and Jim left. That evening, 
the brothers were discussing the report in their room 
when Joe jumped up impetuously. 

“What's eating you?” Frank asked. 

“Hunch. Plain hunch that someone may try tamper- 
ing with the Hai Hau again. I'd feel better sleeping 
there tonight.” 

“You have a point,” Frank agreed. “But what about 
the dock watchman?” 

“He doesn’t have eyes in the back of his head,” Joe 
said cryptically. 

“That’s right,” Frank agreed. “We'll tell Aunt 
Gertrude.” 

When the brothers relayed their idea to her, she 
nodded assent. ‘‘If you decide to come back here any 
time during the night, phone first, or call on the radio— 
Til turn it on,” she directed, “‘because if the burglar 
alarm goes off, I'll certainly call the police at once.” 

Frank and Joe kissed her goodnight and drove to the 
dock. 

“Let’s look up Mike the watchman and tell him our 
plan,” Frank said. 

They hunted around but could not find Mike. Frank, 
indicating a nearby warehouse, remarked, ‘“Doesn’t he 
guard that too? Maybe he’s inside. Let’s look.” 

‘They found the great sliding door to the pitch-black 
building half-open. Frank snapped on his light and 
entered, then stepped back in consternation, 
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Mike lay on the floor unconscious, bleeding from a deep gash 
in his head! 

Frank leaned over and began counting the pulse beat 
in Mike’s wrist. “Pretty feeble,” he announced. 

Seeing a wall telephone, Joe put in a call to police 
headquarters. Meanwhile, Frank was using thumb 
pressure to stop the bleeding. A few minutes later 
a police car and an ambulance arrived, Mike 
was lifted on to a stretcher and carried away as the 
two officers, Hanley and Darkle, began to question the 
Hardys. 

Frank was busy giving them full details when Joe, 
who had gone outside, exclaimed suddenly, “Frank, I 
just spotted two guys sneaking round the cabin of the 
junk! Let’s see what they're up to!” 

‘As he spoke, the shadowy figures reappeared, 
scrambling to the dock. 

“There they are!” Joe cried out. 

His voice must have carried. With a glance in the 
boys’ direction, the intruders raced off along the wharf. 
The Hardys and the two policemen sped after them. 
The fugitives darted past parked cars and piled-up 
freight crates, and disappeared into an old warehouse, 

“We have ’em trapped!” Joe exulted. 

“Maybe!” Frank muttered. 

When the four pursuers reached the warehouse, 
Hanley tried a small door, which yielded to his push. 
A faint scuffle of footsteps reached the ears of the four as 
they entered. 

“Pll use my pocket flash,” Joe whispered, 

Frank grabbed his arm. ‘No sense in making targets 
of ourselves.” 
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Hanley was groping along the wall. Finding a light 
switch, he clicked it on. Dim illumination flared from 
bulbs on the rafters overhead. The warehouse was 
stacked with bales and crated goods. 

“Now what?” Joe murmured. 

“Stay behind Darkle and me,” Hanley ordered, as 
the officers began a search among the piled-up mer- 
chandise. 

The next moment a faint bang came from the farthest 
corner of the warehouse. The Hardys and the police 
converged towards the source of the sound. 

“A trap door!” Frank’ exclaimed, pointing to the 
floor. ‘And no ring to pull it open.” 

Hanley pried it up and Joe pointed his flashlight 
down the hole. A slime-covered ladder led downwards 
to dark, oily water. Evidently this part of the warehouse 
jutted out on pilings. The next moment the group heard 
a splash of oars dwindling in the distance. 

“What a break!” Joe groaned. ‘Those men must 
have had a rowing-boat hidden under here!” 

‘The boys rushed out of the warehouse with the police 
and down to the waterfront. They peered out, straining 
their eyes for a glimpse of the rowing-boat, but it had 
disappeared. 

“We've lost ’em!” Frank muttered. “And I'll bet 
they’re the ones who slugged Mike.” 

“Tl ask the harbour patrol to look for them,” 
Hanley said. 

“In the meantime, Joe and I will go aboard the Hai 
Hau and see what those fellows were up to.” 

A fresh shock awaited the Hardys when they went 
aboard. The cabin was in wild disorder, with bunk 
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cushions pulled out and accessories strewn about the 
deck. 

“Those men must have been searching for some- 
thing!” Frank said worriedly. 

A brief check indicated that no serious damage had 
been done to the junk and nothing was missing. Re- 
lieved but baffled, the boys restored order, all the while 
speculating on what the intruders had been looking for. 

“Probably contraband,” Frank guessed. “Wonder if 
they found any.” 

“J doubt it,” said Joe. ‘Every place they tore up we'd 
already examined.” 

Hanley and Darkle came aboard. They too were 
puzzled by the mysterious search. 

“You fellows may as well go home,” Hanley told 
them. “The police will look after your junk from now 
on.” 

“Swell,” said Frank. 

He and Joe went to their car and at once turned on 
the short-wave radio. In a moment they were talking to 
Aunt Gertrude. 

When she heard that they planned to return home, 
she remarked, “Good! You'll be much safer in your 
own beds! I'll watch out the window for you.” 

As soon as they reached the house, the brothers used 
the upstairs extension to call first one, then another, of 
the co-owners of the Hai Hau to tell them what had 
happened. Tony was angry, Biff annoyed, Chet a little 
scared. 

Only Jim Foy seemed genuinely alarmed. “I do not 
like this,” he said. “The junk must be most carefully 
guarded. Some evil influence is at work.” 
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“I sure agree,” said Joe, who was talking to him. 
“Well, see you in the morning.” 

‘The Chinese boy had just said goodbye when the 
alarm buzzer sounded throughout the house. 

“Qh—oh!” Joe exclaimed. “The prowler again?” 
He and Frank dashed downstairs to nab him. When the 
doorbell rang almost instantly, the boys relaxed. 
Evidently the caller was friendly. 


Aunt Gertrude was already answering the ring. She 
gasped as a huge Chinese towered in the doorway. 

“Chin Gok!” Frank murmured, as he and Joe came 
down the steps. 

“Well, what is it you want?” Miss Hardy demanded, 
a trifle shakily, 

The Chinese man bowed low, “I wish to speak to the 
young men,” he answered. 

“Aunt Gertrude, this is Mr Chin Gok,” Frank spoke 
up. Miss Hardy nodded. 

“JI would not trouble you at this time, but it is a 
matter of the utmost importance,” Chin Gok went on. 
His voice was polite but insistent. 

“All right. Step inside.” Frank held the door open 
and Chin Gok entered, dutking his melon-shaped head. 
‘The Hardys ushered him into the living-room and they 
all sat down. 

“What have you come to see us about?” Joe opened 
the conversation. 

“About the junk which you purchased in New York. 
Once again I beg you most earnestly to sell it to my 
humble self. Name your own price!” 

‘The boys glanced at each other but remained silent. 
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Chin Gok went on, “I will admit to you certain 
interests in Hong Kong are most anxious to obtain the 
Hai Hau.” 

“What interests?” Frank challenged. 

“A group of religious worshippers,” the huge 
Chinese replied. ‘You see, the Hai Hau is a sacred boat 
to my people. Once it was used to transport a large 
statue of Buddha from Singapore to Hong Kong. I 
repeat—we will pay any price you ask, within reason!” 

The Hardys were more mystified than ever. Also, 
they were tempted by the chance to realize a large 
profit. In view of all the difficulties they were having, it 
might be wiser to sell the junk. On the other hand, 
Frank and Joe hated the thought of giving up an un- 
solved mystery, and besides, they would have no 
summer job. 

‘Just then the telephone rang and Frank went to the 
instrument in the hall. A moment later he gasped. 
Putting down the phone, he beckoned Joe to join him. 

“Wow! Wait till you hear this!” he whispered. 


-10- 
Shore Pirates! 


“Wuat’s up?” Joe asked his brother excitedly. 

Frank shot a quick glance towards the living-room 
from which Chin Gok was watching the boys with 
intense curiosity, then replied in a low voice: 

“That was a telegram from Ti-Ming. It said, ‘Don’t 
sell the Hai Hau at any price or the curse it carries will 
descend on you!” 

Joe was startled, but was careful to show no outward 
sign of this, since Chin Gok’s eyes were still fastened on 
the Hardys. 

“Looks as if Ti-Ming’s trying to throw a scare into 
us,” Joe murmured. 

“Could be,” Frank replied. “But why? Anyway, let’s 
not give Chin Gok any encouragement about buying 
the Hai Hau.” 

“Agreed.” 

The brothers rejoined Aunt Gertrude and the 
Chinese caller. Frank addressed Chin Gok. ‘We'll think 
over your offer, but we don’t plan to sell.” 

Chin Gok dropped his air of exaggerated politeness. 
A look of rage twisted his features. Losing his temper 
completely, he stood up and shrilled, “You—you 
fools—” and burst into a torrent of Chinese. 
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Aunt Gertrude drew herself up. ‘‘You cannot talk to 
my nephews that way!” she said icily. “You will leave 
immediately.” She gestured towards the front door. 

Chin Gok, although still muttering angrily, retreated 
slowly. The instant he was on the front porch, Miss 
Hardy shut the door firmly. 

Joe looked at his aunt admiringly. “Wow! You really 
convinced him you meant business!” 

Aunt Gertrude frowned. “Yes. But I almost wish you 
boys had sold him that junk. I have a feeling it will only 
bring more trouble.” 

~ Frank spoke up. ‘“‘Joe and I can’t give up work on this 
mystery now.” Joe nodded vigorously. 

The next morning the Hardys and their partners 
assembled at the Chinese junk. Although only four 
passengers bought tickets for the trip to Rocky Isle, the 
boys refused to let their spirits be dampened. 

“Heave ho!” Tony sang out as he cast off. 

Several people on the dock made sarcastic comments 
as the Hai Hau pulled away from the pier. 

“You got plenty of life rafts aboard?” called one man 
derisively. 

“Don’t need ’em,” Biff called back, unruffled. ‘We 
just had a swell repair job on the hull.” 

His confident manner and words allayed any qualms 
the junk’s passengers might have had. Everyone re- 
laxed, and soon were laughing and singing as the Hai 
Hau glided across the bay. 

Once on Rocky Isle, the four travellers enjoyed a 
refreshing swim and leisurely picnic. The boys returned 
for a second group. This time there were five. 

When the Hai Hau returned to its pier on the last trip 
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back, the owners felt that it had been a most successful 
day, even though there had not been a capacity number 
of passengers on either excursion. 

“Simply thrilling!” a pleasant-faced woman ex- 
claimed as she disembarked. “I’ve always wanted to 
sail in one of these Chinese ships and I enjoyed every 
minute of it!” 

The other passengers added their delighted com- 
ments, which could be clearly heard by the group of 
spectators on the dock. 

“We're over the hump!” Tony chuckled, and his 
companions grinned happily. 

After the onlookers had dispersed, Frank said to 
his partners, “What say we give the junk another 
going-over tonight and hunt for hidden smugglers’ 
loot?” 

“You don’t have to ask me twice,” Tony answered. 

“Same here,” the others spoke up. 

Biff added, ‘‘But let’s not make our search at the 
dock.” 

The boys arranged to meet after supper and sail to 
some secluded spot up the bay where they could conduct 
their investigation undetected, 

When the Hardy group, including Chet, gathered 
on the pier at the appointed time, Biff remarked wryly, 
“Boy, we sure could have picked a better evening!” 

Tony glanced at the overcast sky. “You said it! We'd 
better keep a weather eye out for a storm.” 

‘The humidity had risen steadily since late afternoon, 
making the air hot and muggy. Not a breath of wind 
stirred. 

Frank started the outboard and they set off As the 
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Hai Hau pulled away from the pier, lightning flecked 
the horizon. 

“Oh—oh! Hope that’s just heat lightning,” Chet 
muttered, 

The boys cruised offshore and finally picked a hidden 
cove several miles from Bayport to drop anchor. The 
Shore Road ran close to the beach at this point, but a 
row of large willows partially screened the junk from 
anyone using the road. 

For over an hour the Hardys and their chums 
searched the Hai Hau from stem to stern. But no hidden 
cache was revealed. By now the stormy-looking sky had 
become very dark. 

Frank lit a pair of lanterns, quipping, “Okay, team. 
Night shift coming up.” 

Chet wiped his perspiring forehead. “Say, boss, don’t 
we get time out for a snack? I’m hungry.” 

The plump youth’s eyes had fallen on a bag of 
biscuits which Jim Foy had brought along. Jim 
chuckled and passed the bag around. “Thought these 
would come in handy.” 

Biff bit into one of the crisp cookies. The next 
moment he said, “Hey! What's this little paper inside?” 

“Pull it out and learn your future.” Jim grinned. 
“These are Chinese fortune cookies.” 

Biff extracted the tiny strip of paper. He read aloud: 

“Great WEALTH Is In Store!” 

“We'd better keep looking for that smugglers’ loot!” 
Biff exclaimed in glee. ‘Maybe it’s pirate gold!” 

Laughing, the other boys examined their own for- 
tunes, Frank’s warned, ‘Your Beaurirut Eves Spett 
Trovete,” and the others roared with laughter. Joe’s 
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advised him not to trust a certain red-haired girl he 
would meet. 

“Good advice,” Biff remarked. “Iola wouldn’t like 
her, anyway.” 

Tony’s fortune told of an impending discussion with 
a stocky, dark man. ‘My dad probably,” Tony joked. 
“He'll have a few things to say if I get home late!” 

Chet was looking indignantly at his paper. “Huh! 
Mine says, Beware! You Eat too Mucu!” 

His friends burst out laughing. “Better not finish that 
biscuit,” Frank said with mock gravity. 

“You guys don’t understand,” the stout boy asserted. 
“J just need lots of nourishment for all the work I do!” 

His words were greeted with fresh merriment. 
“Listen! Tl bet you’re too out of condition to balance 
~on the rail of this junk!” Joe dared him. 

“Is that so? Just watch!” Chet boasted. 

Before anyone could advise caution, the chunky lad 
climbed up on the gunwale. He swayed precariously, 
arms outstretched. The next moment Chet gave a wild 
yell and toppled overboard. Feet first, he hit the water 
with a mighty splash and disappeared beneath the 
surface. His friends held their sides and quaked with 
merriment. 

“For Pete’s sake!” Joe said. “I didn’t think he’d really 
try that stunt.” 

Chet bobbed to the surface. Sputtering, he pulled 
himself up, grabbed the Hai Hau’s bowline, then to his 
comrades’ complete astonishment, swam rapidly to 
shore. Dashing up on to the beach, Chet hitched the 
line around a gnarled old tree stump. 

“Okay, this'll show you guys!” he shouted. “If you 
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want to get back to Bayport, you’ll either have to untie 
this end of the rope or leave it behind.” 

“That rope’s valuable,” Frank commented, and 
added, grinning, “Looks as if the joke’s on us!” Joe 
started to remove his shirt and slacks in order to swim 
ashore. Just then a car’s headlight beams swept off the 
road and blazed between the trees. It was a jeep which 
plunged across the sandy beach. A moment later it 
ground to a halt and four masked men leaped out! 

“Hey, what’s going on?” Tony exclaimed, utterly 
astounded. 

The crew of the Hai Hau stared dumbfounded for a 
moment as the men raced towards Chet. 

“They must be after the junk!” Frank gasped. “If 
they’re armed—look out! Chet!” he shouted. “Run!” 

The stout boy did not run away, but he suddenly 
spun into action and untied the bowline. 

“Don’t wait for me!” he yelled, and hurled the line 
out into the water. 

As the four assailants closed in on Chet, Joe declared 
he was going to jump overboard and help Chet. 

Biff deterred him. “Those men are after the boat. If 
they don’t get it, they’ll let Chet go.” 

Although the Hardys were sceptical, they listened to 
their friend’s advice. Frank immediately began issuing 
orders. 

‘We'll leave, then sneak back and pick up Chet.” 

While the other boys hauled in the anchor and the 
dripping bowline, he gunned the outboard into life. 
Two of the masked men plunged into the water and 
swam swiftly towards the junk. But the Hai Hau was 
already backing speedily out of the cove, beyond their 
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reach. An unintelligible snarl echoed across the water, 
and the two swimmers returned to shore. 

“Put out the lanterns!” Frank directed Tony. 

Once clear of the cove, he rounded a spit of land, 
stopped the engine, and let the junk drift through the 
darkness towards a concealing clump of trees and 
shrubbery. 

“Now what?” Jim Foy asked in a whisper. 

“You stay aboard and guard the junk!” said'Frank, 
grabbing a waterproof flashlight. “The rest of us will 
go over the side and rescue Chet!” 

Swiftly but silently the Hardys, Biff, and Tony 
lowered themselves into the water. A few quick strokes 
brought them to shore. Then they plunged through the 
trees like darting shadows, hoping to circle round and 
take the masked assailants from the rear, if they were 
still there. 

As the boys emerged in sight of the beach, they saw 
the four men dragging Chet, still kicking and squirming, 
towards their car. 

“They're kidnapping him to hold as a hostage!” Joe 
exclaimed. 

“(Make plenty of noise,” Frank whispered to his com- 
panions. Out loud he shouted, “Take em, gang!” 

Yelling like Indians on the warpath, the boys burst 
from cover. Chet’s captors whirled round. The stout 
lad seized his chance, pulled himself free, and unleashed 
a flurry of blows. 

A second later Frank, Joe, Biff and Tony waded in, 
fists swinging! A brief but wild mélée followed. Con- 
fused and taken off guard, the masked men turned and 
fled towards the jeep. 
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Biff made a flying tackle and grabbed one by the 
ankle, but the fellow kicked himself free and went 
tearing after his companions. 

“Stop ’em!” Joe yelled as the jeep’s engine roared. 

At that moment a vivid bolt of lightning flashed 
across the cove. Simultaneously a deafening crack split 
the air. The boys halted in their chase as a single 
thought struck their minds. 

Had the Hai Hau been struck by lightning? 


11: 
A Peculiar Theft 


“Come on!” Frank urged the others. “‘Let’s check on 
the Hai Hau!” 

The boys darted back across the beach. They were 
about to take a short cut through the grove of trees 
when Frank suddenly halted. He grabbed Joe’s arm 
and pointed to the water’s edge. 

“Look! That’s what was hit!” 

By his flashlight he showed the others where a tree 
had been split apart by the bolt of lightning. 

Tony shuddered. ‘‘Whew! If the lightning had hit 
just the other side of the cove—no more Hai Hau!” 

Relieved, the five companions made their way across 
the narrow spit of land enclosing the cove. When they 
emerged through the cluster of trees and brush, they 
saw the junk lying safely offshore. 

“Oh, you beauteous doll!” Tony gave a mimicking 
hugging gesture. 

Jim Foy hailed the boys as they swam back and 
climbed aboard. “‘Nice going, fellows! You were a real 
hero, Chet!” he added, slapping the stout youth on the 
back, 

“He sure was,” Frank agreed. “Untying that line 
gave us a chance to save the Hai Hau.” 
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“Shucks, it was nothing,” Chet said, beaming 
modestly but enjoying the praise. “Any of you fellows 
would have done the same.” 

“Except that we wouldn't have tied the junk up in 
the first place,” Biff grinned. 

Frank asked seriously, “How do you suppose those 
men knew where we had taken the Hai Hau?” 

No one ventured an answer but Joe. “They may be 
part of a gang and haye spies dotted here and there 
along the shore to help them.” 

Chet whistled. “You mean smugglers?” 

“Could be. Or boat thieves.” 

Tony spoke up. “Fellows, let’s get back to Bayport 
and then talk this over. The sky’s going to fall in any 
second,” 

Frank started the engine. A stiff breeze had sprung 
up suddenly and to increase speed Biff and Tony 
hoisted sail. 

“Wow! We're in for a real blow, mates!” Joe cried, 
as the junk raced before the wind. 

The boys shivered in their wet clothes. Suddenly a 
jagged streak of lightning illumined the heavens. It was 
followed by a crashing boom of thunder. A second 
later the rain poured down in gusty sheets. 

A heavy swell was running. As the waves increased in 
height, Frank shouted, ‘‘Douse the sail!” 

The crew hastened to comply. Soon the junk was 
rolling and pitching wildly amid mountainous breakers. 
One moment the bow would shoot up as the craft raced 

_ towards the crest of a wave; the next moment it would 
plunge into the trough with the stern lifted and the 
propeller racing out of water. 
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Q-o-oh! I—I feel sick!” Chet groaned, bracing 
himself against the cabin. 


“Don’t think about it. Help us get this centreboard 
down!” Tony commanded. 

Frank clung to the tiller while the other boys made 
their way forward. The centre-board had swelled and 
jammed. Biff tried to force it clear with a boat hook. 

Suddenly a wave smacked the junk on her port 
quarter. The boat yawed and started to broach too! 
A second later the Hai Hau was heeling far over in the 
trough as water poured across the deck. 

Just in time the centre-board dropped. Tony im- 
mediately plunged to Frank’s assistance. Between them, 
they righted the tiller and brought the junk back on 
course, 

“Thanks, pal!” Frank gasped, blinking the water out 
of his eyes. 

The boys were drenched to the skin. They huddled in 
the stern, hearts pounding, as the junk ploughed for- 
ward through the storm. When the lights of Bayport 
came into view, the weary sailors gave a grateful shout. 

“Home, sweet home!” Biff exclaimed. 

The storm had slackened considerably, and the Hai 
Hau was moored at the pier without difficulty. 

“Boy, what a night!” Chet heaved a sigh as he 
climbed on to the pier, “We didn’t find any pirate gold 
—but we sure found plenty of trouble!” 

“How about you fellows coming up to the house and 
drying off?” Frank suggested. “You can call your folks 
from there.” 

“Let’s do it,” Chet urged the others and they agreed. 

Fortunately, Frank had raised the top of the brothers’ 
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convertible after parking, so the interior was dry. Biff 
and Tony got in. Jim Foy said he would ride with Chet 
in his jalopy. 

Aunt Gertrude greeted the sodden group at the door. 
“Gracious!” she gasped. “Where have you boys been? 
You didn’t go sailing in that junk on a night like this?” 

“Tm afraid we did,” Joe confessed. 

Without waiting for further explanation, Miss Hardy 
said, “Go upstairs and put on dry clothes. Frank and 
Joe have enough extra for all of you,” Aunt Gertrude 
added, although she eyed Chet’s stout form askance. 
“T’ll make some hot cocoa right away.” 

Later, after cups of steaming hot chocolate and 
chicken sandwiches, the boys felt revived. The four 
visitors had called their homes, and Aunt Gertrude had 
heard the story of the evening’s adventures. 

“Masked kidnappers!” she gasped. “Oh, what next. 
Did you call the police?” 

Frank sprang up. ‘Good grief! I forgot all about it! 
Should’ve done that first thing. My brain must be 
waterlogged.” 

Chief Collig was astounded at Frank’s report, and 
said he would put men immediately on the assailants’ 
trail. “It looks as if they might be henchmen of one of 
those Chinese who’s determined to get the Hai Hau,” he 
stated. 

Frank returned to his friends and relayed this idea. 
“Jim, how about keeping your eyes open for any 
Oriental strangers in town?” 

“T’ll do that,” the Chinese-American agreed. 

“But those men tonight didn’t have Oriental 
accents,” Chet spoke up. He suddenly snapped his 


x 
244 ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE CHINESE JUNK 


fingers. “Say, they sounded like the guys that Callie 
and Iola and I heard talking in the cave,” Chet 
declared. 

Tony groaned. ‘This gets more complicated all the 
time! I sure hope you Hardys can work it all out, I 
can’t!” 

Before the boys said goodnight, they made plans for 
the following day. It was decided that Tony, Biff and 
Jim would sail the Hai Hau to Rocky Isle. The Hardys 
would join Chet in exploring the right-hand fork of the 
cave tunnel. 

“They may even have left other clues in the cave that 
will help us crack this whole mystery!” 

‘The next morning the sky was clear and the sun shone 
brightly. Frank and Joe had offered to pick up Chet at 
the Morton farm, They found their chum fully equipped 
with his spelunking gear, in spite of the summer heat. 
Joe teased him about it as they headed out the West 
Road. 

“Never mind,” Chet retorted. ‘This stuff may come 
in handy if we get in any tight spots.” 

“Tight spots are just what I’m worried about,” Joe 
said with a grin. “We'll probably need a shoe-horn to 
pry you out in that getup!” 

Frank pulled the convertible off the unpaved road, 
and the boys climbed the hillside to the cave. Entering, 
they made their way to the fork in the tunnel. 

“A tight squeeze, all right,” Frank muttered, noting 
the tiny entrance. ‘Well, here goes!” 

Dropping to his hands and knees, he squirmed into 


e opening. 
“You next.” Joe grinned wryly at Chet. “I'll go last, 
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so I can pull you out by the feet if you get stuck!” 

One by one, the boys wriggled through the cramped, 
pitch-black passageway. The trio emerged finally into a 
sizeable cavern. Here the glow of their flashlights and 
the illumination from Chet’s helmet lamp enabled 
them to take in the whole chamber. From its roof 
hung stalactites, giving a fairyland appearance to the 
setting. 

Suddenly Joe gave a cry. “Look! Someone’s been 
here recently.” 

His eye had fallen on something lying on the floor of 
the cave, He snatched it up—a partially burned white 
envelope. Evidently the dampness had put out the 
flames. 

“Frank!” Joe exclaimed, straightening the envelope 
and staring at it. “It’s one from our house with a return 
name and address!” 

His brother took one glance, and said tensely, “It 
must be the envelope you put the two hundred dollars 
in!” 

“You mean this is that thief’s hide-out?” Chet asked 
nervously, “Maybe he’s one of the smugglers?” 

Frank and Joe did not reply. Instead, they began a 
frantic search, thinking the two one-hundred-dollar 
bills might be hidden away in the cave. They did not 
find them, but under a fallen stalactite Chet pounced 
on another scrap of paper. 

“Hey! Here’s something else, fellows!” 

It was part of a half-burned letter typed on business 
stationery. The torn-off fragment bore the following 
lines: 

would advise you to get in on the ground floor while the 
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stock shares can still be purchased cheaply. The mining 
deposit is a rich one and the company is bound to realize 
tremendous profits during the next few 

“Pl bet that thief uses his stolen money to buy 
stock,” Chet guessed. 

“Could be,” Frank commented. “‘Chet, this is a real 
find. It could be our best clue so far to that burglar.” 

Joe mused aloud, “Typewriters all have distinguish- 
ing characteristics. If we can trace the machine this was 
written on, it may give us a real lead!” 

“Do you think the burglar is part of some gang 
interested in the Hai Hau?’ Chet asked. 

“I wonder,” Frank replied. “If so, they know this 
cave well. The sooner we get busy on this stock-letter 
clue the better. Let’s go.” 

“Let’s talk to Sam Radley about the case if he’s 
back,” Frank suggested as he started the convertible. 
“He’s an expert on typewriter clues.” 

Sam Radley was Fenton Hardy’s best detective. He 
had gone to Chicago recently to collect evidence 
needed in another case which Mr Hardy was handling. 

“Fine idea,” Joe agreed. 

Frank dropped Chet off at the farm, then drove 
home. He telephoned Radley and learned that the 
detective had flown in to Bayport late the previous day. 
He promised to come over to the Hardy house at four 
o'clock that afternoon. 

Tn the meantime, the brothers made fingerprint tests 
on the two pieces of paper. Only their own prints were 
revealed! 

“That burglar is a slick customer,” Joe remarked. 
“He must wear plastic gloves!”* 
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“Tt’s not hard for me to believe that he’s also the 
safecracker,” said Frank thoughtfully. 

When Sam Radley arrived, the boys briefed the wiry, 
sandy-haired detective on developments in their mys- 
tery to date. Then Frank showed him the torn scrap of 
letter. 

“You're a typewriter expert, Sam. Can you tell us 
what kind of machine this was written on?” 

The detective studied the typewritten characters 
with a practised eye, then nodded. “This was done ona 
German-make machine, called the Zeus. Should be 
easy to trace. This particular style of type was used only 
on the first model which was imported to this country 
three years ago.” 

Radley asked to use the hall telephone and placed a 
call to the New York distributors for the Zeus type- 
writer. Within minutes he had the information he 
sought. 

“They're sold locally through the Bayport. Office 
Supply,” Sam reported to the Hardys. 

“Okay, let’s go and talk to them,” Joe said. 

Radley drove the boys to the Bayport Office Supply 
Company in the town centre. In answer to their ques- 
tions, the proprietor consulted his records and in- 
formed them that he had sold only four typewriters of 
that make and model. 

“The Zeus is a fine machine,” he said, “‘but it wasn’t 
well known at that time—three years ago. I sold the 
four all in one batch to the Regent Hotel.” 

After thanking him, Radley and the two boys went 
to the hotel. Frank explained to the manager, Mr Irwin, 
that they were working on a case and would like to see 
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the four Zeus typewriters which the hotel had purchased 
three years before. 

“Certainly,” Mr Irwin agreed. The manager led the 
three sleuths into the hotel’s business office. Several 
women clerks were at work, typing or running account- 
ing machines. 

Radley, Frank and Joe examined samples of typing 
from cach of the three Zeus typewriters in the office, 
and compared them with the letter. 

“The ‘s’ and the ‘I’ are both out of line in the letter 
and the tail of the ‘e’ is worn away,” Sam observed. 
“None of these samples matches.” 

Frank turned to the manager. ‘‘We were told at the 
Bayport Office Supply Company that you bought four 
Zeuz typewriters. May we see the other one?” 

“We had that one assigned for the use of our guests,”” 
Irwin replied. “But I’m afraid you’re out of luck so far 
as checking it goes.” 

“Why?” Joe asked. 

“The typewriter,” Mr Irwin explained, “‘was stolen 
a month ago.” 

“Stolen!” the Hardys chorused. 

The identical thought raced through the brothers’ 
minds. Was the typewriter thief the same person who 
had stolen their two hundred dollars, Mr Hardy’s file 


on the Chameleon, and perhaps owned the cuff link 
Tola had found? 


-* 


-12- 
The Vanishing Visitor 


Frank suddenly snapped his fingers. “Maybe the type- 
writer was stolen by someone staying here,” he said to 
the hotel manager. “May we look at the register?” 

“Of course.” 

Mr Irwin led the Hardys and Sam Radley down- 
stairs to the foyer and requested the receptionist at the 
desk to show them the registration book. Frank and Joe 
flipped back the pages and began checking the names of 
guests who had registered at the hotel a month before. 

“Oh—oh!”” 

Joe gave a surprised gasp and pointed to a signature 
written with a flourish—Dr Hubert E Montrose. Frank 
was equally intrigued. 

“Find something?” the manager asked. 

“An acquaintance of ours,” Frank replied cautiously, 
“‘We didn’t know he’d ever lived at this hotel,” 

“Let me see.” Mr Irwin glanced at the register. 
“Oh, yes. Dr Montrose stayed here for a week or so 
when he first arrived in town.” He looked at the broth- 
ers curiously, but they did not voice their suspicions. 

Frank, instead, added nonchalantly, “Dr Montrose 
found a house here in Bayport?” 

Mr Irwin nodded. “‘Yes, he’s renting the old Varney 
mansion out on the Shore Road. Quite a show place in 
its day, but now it’s rather run-down.” 
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The sleuths thanked the manager for his co-operation 
and left. As soon as the three were seated in the car, 
Sam asked, ““Who’s this fellow Montrose?” 

A doctor who just started practising here in town,” 
Frank explained. ‘‘Most of his patients seem to be 
elderly widows. Dr Montrose advises them on financial 
as well as medical matters, and refers them to a friend 
of his who deals in stocks.” 

The detective grinned as Joe told how Aunt Gertrude 
had vowed to prove the doctor a swindler but had gone 
to sleep instead, 

Sam pulled away from the kerb and started for the 
Hardy house. 

“This stock business is why I was interested in finding 
out where Dr Montrose lives,” Joe went on. “It’s just 
possible he can help us to locate the person who wrote 
the stock-selling letter and even stole our money!” 

“T see,” said Sam. “And that man in turn might 
point out the thief.” 

“Exactly. Let’s call on the doctor at his house after 
dinner.” 

Sam Radley said he would not be able to go, but 
Frank and Joe decided to make the call, anyway. 
Sam had supper with Aunt Gertrude and the boys. 
Later, as the detective was leaving, Tony Prito stopped 
at the Hardys’ to report on the day’s boat trip to Rocky 
Isle. He told Frank and Joe that the Hai Hau had 
carried six passengers on each return trip. It had been 
an enjoyable excursion, with smooth sailing both 
ways, 

“Swell,” Frank commented. “Joe and I were just 
going out to do a little sleuthing, Want to come along?” 
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“Sure. What’s up?” After hearing the plan, he said, 
“Let’s go!” 

The three boys piled into the Hardy’s convertible. 
Frank drove through the outskirts of town, then took 
the Shore Road. Their headlights blazed through the 
gathering dust. 

By the time they reached the old Varney mansion it 
was nearly dark. The house stood on a wooded pro- 
montory overlooking Barmet Bay. Frank slowed the car 
as they neared their destination and stopped at the 
entrance to the grounds. A heavy chain barred the way. 

‘We'll have to go on foot,” he murmured. 

The boys found a footpath, which wound amid trees 
and underbrush, fully screening their approach. On the 
boys’ right, the hillside sloped down steeply towards a 
sandy beach. 

Presently they came in sight of the mansion. Built 
many years before, the house was designed in omate 
Victorian style with gabled roof and outjutting turrets. 
It was surrounded by large hemlock and cypress trees. 

“Sort of a spooky-looking place,” Joe remarked. 

“You said it! Tony agreed. 

As if to confirm their words, an owl hooted mourn- 
fully from the trees. 

“J think he heard you,” Frank joked. 

Most of the mansion’s windows were hung with 
dilapidated shutters, but a single light gleamed 
through an unshuttered window on the ground floor. 
Frank suggested that they knock on the back door which 
was nearest. Apparently this part of the grounds had 
once been a formal garden, but it was now clogged with 
waist-high weeds and undergrowth. 
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“Take it easy,” Frank advised. 

But Joe, impetuous as usual, pressed forward without 
watching his step. Tripping on a vine, he went sprawl- 
ing. He gave a slight groan. 

“Hey! Hurt yourself?” Tony asked. 

“Wrenched my shoulder a bit, I guess. Gave me a 
twinge—it'll ease up, though.” 

Joe got to his feet, and followed the others, this time 
with caution. A moment later all three froze as a figure 
ahead loomed out of the shadows at one side of the 
house. Apparently he had come from the front, which 
faced the bay. 

Tall and stooped, the figure glided away from the 
mansion, losing itself among the trees and shrubbery on 
the hillside. His rather furtive manner instantly aroused 
the boys’ suspicions. 

“‘Let’s go and see what he’s doing,” Joe urged. 

Tony asked if the doctor lived alone. 

“He's supposed to, according to what Mrs Wither- 
spoon told Aunt Gertrude,” Joe confided. “She says he 
has no relatives and no housekeeper.” 

“Maybe that man’s a patient,” Frank offered. 

“Or a guard,” Tony added. 

Joe was unconvinced. “If he is, he won’t mind talking 
to us, But if he’s a burglar, Dr Montrose would thank 
us for nabbing him.” 

“You win,” said Tony, 

The trio moved forward quickly. Reaching the edge 
of the promontory, they could make out their quarry 
picking his way down the slope towards the bay. 

“Easy does it, Joe,” Frank warned, as his brother 
ploughed ahead. 
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Fortunately, the hillside was covered with tall grass 
and scrub, which afforded good footing. The boys 
managed to descend without turning their ankles or 
falling, As they reached the bottom, they could see the 
stooped man hurrying across the beach. 

“We'd better speed up or we'll lose him,” Joe ex- 
claimed, as the man went up a hillock of rock and sand. 

He looked back for a moment, then darted down the 
opposite side and was lost to view. 

“He may leave in a boat,” Joe remarked worriedly. 

The boys sprinted forward. But by the time they 
reached the top of the hillock, the man was nowhere in 
sight. 
“He's disappeared!” Tony groaned. “But where?” 

“No! There he is!” Joe exclaimed, pointing off to the 
right. 

‘A stooped figure had appeared near the water’s 
edge, some yards away. Turning, he started back up the 
hillside towards the Shore Road. 

“Hey! Wait a minute!” Joe yelled, and the boys ran 
after him. Surprisingly, the man made no effort to flee. 

“Well, what is it?” he demanded in a familiar harsh, 
cracked voice. 

“Clams Dagget!” Joe gasped as the boys caught up 
with him. 

“You pests botherin’ me again?” Clams showed no 
signs of discomposure at being detected. “Well, what do 
you want now?” 

“We'd like to know why you were prowling around 
Dr Montrose’s house,” Frank said forthrightly. 

Clams snorted. “You're crazy! Haven’t been near 
that old mansion. Been here on the beach all evenin’!” 


-13- 
A Cryptic Threat 


“Don’t give us that story!” Tony Prito said hotly to 
Clams Dagget. “We followed you all the way down the 
hill?” 

The beachcomber flew into a rage. “‘Oh, you did, did 
you? Well, let me tell you young scamps a thing or 
two!” 

In salty language, he informed the boys that they 
were wrong. Besides, they had no business poking their 
noses into his affairs. If he ever caught them trying to 
shadow him, he would have the law on them so fast it 
would make their heads spin. 

“And while I’m at it, ’'m going to give you Hardys 
some advice,” Clams ranted. “From now on, you'd 
better stay away from Rocky Isle! That place is 
dangerous!” 

“What’s dangerous about it?” said Joe, a note of 
doubt in his voice. 

Clams’ eyes narrowed. “Some ‘mighty queer things 
have been goin’ on there. I’ve seen lights blinkin’ at 
night, and they weren’t bein’ flashed by the park guard 
on the island. He’d ’a’ been in bed, and nobody else is 
supposed to be on Rocky Isle afternineo’clock. Itstands 
to reason, anybody tryin’ to snoop—” Clams paused 
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significantly, “might find that place real unhealthy 
night or day?” 

Somewhat surprised by Clams’ revelation, the young 
sleuths tried to elicit further information from him. But 
the elderly pilot only muttered, “Told you all I know— 
don’t say I didn’t warn you.” He strode off in the dusk. 

The boys trudged back up the hill and again 
approached the mansion. They rapped on first the 
front door, then the back. There was no answer. 

“I guess the doctor’s out,” Frank said resignedly. 

During the drive home, Frank remained thoughtful, 
mulling the evening’s events over in his mind. Who was 
the tall, stooped man the boys had followed from Dr 
Montrose’s house? And, if the old beachcomber’s 
claims were true, could the mysterious lights be con- 
nected with the junk and the cave hide-out on the hill- 
side? 

The next morning when the Hardys arrived at the 
pier, they found their shipmates already on board the 
Hai Hau, preparing for the day’s voyage. Tony was 
tuning up the outboard, while Biff and Jim were busy 
polishing woodwork. Chet was talking to prospective 
passengers. 

“Hi, slowcoaches!” the chunky lad greeted the 
Hardys. ‘You fellows just get out of bed?” 

The Hardys laughed and climbed aboard. Tony 
looked up from the engine and wiped an oil smear off 
his cheek. “Hey, Biff!” he called. “See if you can find 
my feeler gauges so I can check these breaker points. I 
think I left ’em in the cabin.” 

“Okay.” 

Biff disappeared into the junk’s cabin. A moment 
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later he reappeared, then the boys heard a cry of amaze- 
ment. Frank saw Biff reach down and pick up a piece of 
paper. 

‘Hey, look at this! Another threat!” 

Frank, Joe and the others gathered round tensely to 
examine his find. The note was badly typed on cheap 
pad paper, with two words misspelled. It said: 

Keep youre nose out of my 
busines or else! 

“Where'd you find this, Biff?” asked Tony, who had 
not seen him pick it up. 

“Tt was lying on the deck wrapped round a stone. 
Someone must have thrown it up here last night!” 

“Clams Dagget probably!” Tony growled. “This 
sounds just like him!” 

“You may be right,” Frank said. “We'd better com- 
pare this with the mining-stock letter and see how the 
typing checks out.” 

After a hurried conference, the Hardys decided to 
take the note back to their crime laboratory for im- 
mediate study. The other four boys would man the Hai 
Hau on its daily cruise to Rocky Isle. 

Frank and Joe sped home. While Frank set up the 
magnifying camera and lights in their basement 
laboratory, Joe telephoned Sam Radley to report the 
latest find. The detective promised to come over at 
once and assist in analyzing the typed specimens. 

When he arrived ten minutes later, Radley asked, 
“Found out yet who sent the threat?” 

“We've just started photographing it,” Joe reported. 
“We think they were both written on the same type- 
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The detective examined the threatening note for a 
few moments. “Offhand, I'd say you're right. The three 
key letters check out at first glance, but we'll need 
precise measurements to prove it.” 

With Radley’s help, the boys made a number of 
magnified close-ups of the typing. Then Frank took the 
films into the darkroom which the Hardys had rigged in 
one corner of the basement. 

While he was busy with the developing, the radio 
crackled. 

“Hai Hau calling Hardys!” Chet’s voice came over 
the loud-speaker. 

Joe hastily flicked on the transmitter. “Hardys to 
Hai Hau! Come in, please! .. . What’s up?” he added. 

“We just left the pier!” Chet reported excitedly. 
“And guess who’s on board?” 

“Skip the games!” Joe said. “Who?” 

“Ti-Ming! He’s one of our passengers!” 

Joe was startled. Had the Chinese decided to make 
their next move out in the open? And if so, did this 
forebode trouble aboard the junk? 

“Does he ‘know you're calling?” Joe asked. 

“TI doubt it,” Chet replied. “‘He’s up in the bow, 
acting like a sightseer.”” 

“Okay. Keep a watch on him. And remember, we 
have the safety of the passengers to think about—so 
don’t let him pull any fast ones!”” 

“Roger!” the plump lad’s voice acknowledged. 
“Over and out.” 

Frank and Joe worked closely with Sam Radley in 
analysing and comparing the threatening note and the 
mining-stock letter. Microscopic details and measure- 
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ments proved that the typed characters were identical 
in both. 

“No doubt about it. These were written on the same 
machine,” Radley concluded. “However, they must 
have been typed by different people, judging from the 
way the keys were struck—not to mention these two 
misspelled words.” 

“That might’ve been intentional to throw us off the 
track,” Frank pointed out. 

‘The investigator nodded. “Could be. But it’s not easy 
for a typist to disguise his touch.” 

“Maybe Tony was right about Clams writing the 
threatening note,” Joe put in, “although I doubt that 
he’s the one who stole the typewriter from the hotel.” 

“But it means he knows the thief,” Frank speculated. 

“Not necessarily,” Radley said. “The machine could 
have been sold to an innocent buyer.” 

The Hardys heaved great sighs. ““We’re just going in 
circles,” Joe remarked, “All the same, I’m going to 
check further on Clams Dagget.” 

“Let’s radio the Hai Hau and find out if the fellows 
have seen his boat,” Frank suggested. 

“Good idea.” 

Joe soon made contact with the junk, which had not 
yet left Rocky Isle on its return trip to Bayport. 

“Ts Clams’ boat around?” he asked. 

“Yes, he reached here right after we did,” Chet 
reported. “Had a full load of passengers, too. I don’t 
know why he’s so worried about business!” 

‘Well, keep an eye on him too, while you're at it,” 
Joe ordered. “Frank and I want to ask him some 
questions when he lands.” 
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“Okay, pals,” Chet promised and signed off. 

During the afternoon, while waiting for the junk to 
return, Frank and Joe phoned Dr Montrose’s office and 
house. There was no answer from either place. 

“Must be out on calls,” Frank determined. “But 
what say we go out to his house again this evening?” 

“Tm with you.” 

The boys sat down in the kitchen to chat with Aunt 
Gertrude while she gathered together the ingredients 
for a strawberry shortcake. They asked her what she 
knew about Clams Dagget. 

Miss Hardy frowned. “Clams Dagget? Humph! He’s 
an old curmudgeon!” With her usual honesty, she 
added, ‘“‘But I’m sure he’s harmless.”” 

Joe immediately got out the dictionary to look up 
curmudgeon, He chuckled wryly as he read the definition. 
“Just an old crab, ch? We think he’s that all right, 
Aunt Gertrude!” 

Suddenly the short-wave radio speaker in the base- 
ment blared out. Frank dashed down to answer. Chet’s 
voice came over loud and excited. “Frank! Joe! You’d 
better get down to the dock pronto! We'll land in a 
few minutes. Ti-Ming’s causing trouble—hurry up!” 

“Be right there!” Frank signed off. A minute later he 
and Joe were speeding towards the pier. They arrived 
just as the Hai Hau was mooring. 

To their amazement, Biff and Chet led Ti-Ming off 
the junk with his hands tied behind his back! 


-14- 
The Newspaper Clue 


“Wuar’s this all about?” Frank demanded as he and 
Joe reached the Hai Hau. 

The dapper Ti-Ming ‘seemed more amused than 
angry at his being a captive. “I am afraid you will have 
to ask your friends,” he replied with a bland smile. 
“The whole situation is quite beyond my humble 
understanding.” 

“Oh yes? We caught him snooping around the 
junk!” Chet Morton declared furiously. 

Biff, Tony and Jim vouched for this. But Ti-Ming 
appeared unconcerned. “I feared I had lost something,” 
he said. 

By now a crowd of curious spectators had gathered 
on the dock to stare at the proceedings. A policeman 
walked up. 

“Mind if we search you?” Joe asked the Chinese. 

Ti-Ming shrugged. “One can hardly resist with one’s 
hands tied,” he answered nonchalantly. “Go ahead.” 

Frank untied him and requested the policeman to 
make the search, explaining the reason. Ti-Ming’s 
pockets contained nothing unusual and held no object 
belonging to the Hai Hau. 

“We're sorry this happened, Mr Ti-Ming,” Frank 
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‘apologized. “‘If there’s any way we can make it up—” 

“Please do not trouble yourselves,” the Chinese 
assured him. “I had, otherwise, a most enjoyable boat 
trip.” 

Ti-Ming smiled suavely, bowed and walked off the 
pier. Now that the excitement was over, the crowd 
quickly dispersed. The Hardys and their friends stared 
at one another, nonplussed. 

“Pretty slick!” Chet burst out. “But I still think that 
guy was looking for something on this boat.” 

“Maybe so,” Joe said, “‘but we can’t have him 
hauled in on just suspicion. He could sue us for false 
arrest.” 

Meanwhile, Clam Dagget’s motor launch, the Sand- 
piper, had pulled up alongside the dock. The Hardys 
waited until his passengers had disembarked, then went 
over to speak to him. 

Clams scowled. ‘‘You two again?” 

“We'd like to ask you a question,” Frank said. 

“That ain’t sayin’ I’ll answer it.” 

Frank ignored the retort and went on, “Do you own 
a typewriter?” 

Clams’ face took on a belligerent look. ““Mebbe. 
What if I do?” 

‘We'd like to see it,” Joe said. 

Oh, you would, would you? And what if I tell you 
Hardys to go jump in the bay!” the old man stormed, 
“[ve had about enough o” your pesterin’ and pryin’! 
What business is it o’ yours whether I got a typewriter 
or not?” 

“Just take it easy,” Frank said evenly, “‘and read 
this.” He handed Clams the threatening note. 
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“Did you write it?” Joe asked bluntly. 

Clams’ eyes widened as he scanned the message. 
“Me!” he croaked indignantly. “I never wrote no such 
thing!” 

“All right. But maybe someone else used your type- 
writer.” Frank paused, then added, “Unless you’d 
rather have the police take over.” 

Clams’ belligerence seemed to melt away. He glanced 
from one to the other of the Hardys with a worried 
expression. ‘Well, all right,” he grumbled. ‘But you're 
wastin’ your time.” 

Frank and Joe motioned their friends not to wait for 
them, then climbed aboard the Sandpiper. Clams pushed 
off and sailed up the bay towards his shack. When they 
arrived, the boatman inserted a key in a rusty padlock 
to open the front door, and led the Hardys inside. 

As Clams lighted a paraffin lamp, Frank and Joe 
stared about the shack curiously. It was crammed with 
kmick-knacks and salvage items picked up during years 
of beachcombing. There were a boat anchor with a 
broken fluke, coils of hemp line, and numerous carvings 
of driftwood. The only furniture consisted of a bed, a 
potbellied stove, and a rickety table and chairs. 

‘Joe reflected that the paraffin lamp was certainly 
needed, since the tiny windows were patched with card- 
board, shutting out most of the daylight. Evidently the 
old salt was a voracious reader. Stacks of back-issue 
magazines lay piled about the floor. 

“Well, you wanted t’ see my typewriter,” Clams 
snorted. ‘There it is!” 

He pointed to a battered machine standing on an up- 
ended orange crate in one corner of the shack, Frank 
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and Joe walked over to examine it. Their faces fell after 
one glance at the rusty antique. Not only was it much 
more ancient than a three-year-old model—it was not 
a Zeus! 

‘The two boys stared at each other in chagrin. A 
moment later both burst out laughing. 

Frank turned to Clams. “Guess we did draw a 
blank,” he admitted. 

Clams had listened in amazement, but gradually his 
face broke into a grin. Chuckling, he said, “Made a 
mistake, did you? Well, I reckon we all do, now and 
then!” 

Relaxing, he sank down on the bed and invited the 
boys to make themselves at home. 

“Understand, I got nothin’ personal agin you two,” 
the old beachcomber said. ‘‘But I still think you’re 
goin’ to ruin my business with that Chinese junk.” 

Frank and Joe tried to reassure him. They pointed 
out that the Hai Hau was a good attraction for publiciz~ 
ing Rocky Isle as a picnic spot. In the long run this 
would bring them all more customers. 

“Hmm. Never thought o” that,” Clams confessed. 
“Might be somethin’ to it. I had a full boatload today, 
sure enough.” 

The Hardys offered to hike to town or catch a bus, 
but Clams insisted upon taking them back to the pier 
in the Sandpiper. 

“Reckon we may as well bury the hatchet,” he told 
the boys as they shook hands on parting. 

“That suits us!” Joe replied with a grin. Frank 
agreed heartily. 

‘Driving home, the Hardys puzzled over the reason 
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for Ti-Ming making the trip on the junk that day. Like 
their chums, Frank and Joe felt that the Chinese had a 
definite reason for being aboard—and it was not just to 
admire the scenery! 

First Chin Gok had appeared in Bayport, and now 
the second Oriental. Certainly this was no coincidence. 
If the two men were rival leaders, they probably were 
transferring their war front to Bayport. But why? 
Was the Hai Hau the sole reason? 

Thoughtfully the Hardys continued to High and 
Elm Streets. Reaching there, Joe remarked: 

“You know, Frank, the solution to this whole 
mystery is probably right in front of our eyes, if we 
could only see it.” 

The next day was Sunday. After attending church, 
Frank and Joe sat in the living-room, and once more 
speculated on the different angles of the case. Gradually 
the boys became aware of an appetizing aroma wafting 
out from the kitchen, 

“Mm, boy! Roast beef!” Frank exclaimed. 

Joe perked up hungrily. “I could eat the whole 
piece!” he declared. ‘‘Let’s see what else is on the 
menu!” 

The boys strode out to the kitchen. Aunt Gertrude, 
in an apron with her sleeves pushed up, was beating 
whipped cream to top two large chocolate cakes. On the 
stove were pots of simmering vegetables and fluffy 
mashed potatoes. A bowl of crisp salad stood ready for 
the table. 

“Hey! A real feast!” Joe cried. “‘All for us?” 

“Any objection?” Aunt Gertrude retorted mys- 
teriously. 
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“ll say not. But—” 

Joe’s unspoken thought was drowned out by the 
alarm buzzers, following almost immediately by the 
ringing of the doorbell. Frank and Joe rushed to the 
front hall and opened the door to find Chet, Tony, Biff, 
and Jim assembled on the porch. 

“What's this? A convention?” Frank asked in sur- 
prise. 

“‘Sure—a starving one. Your aunt invited us,” Chet 
announced. ‘‘Wow! Do I smell roast beef?” 

The boys crowded inside, laughing and joking. Aunt 
Gertrude poked her head into the living-room to greet 
the newcomers. Her eyes twinkled behind her spectacles 
as she added to Frank and Joe: 

“You two can have your little mysteries, so I thought 
T'd arrange one myself!” 

“You're tops, Aunty!” Frank said, hugging her. 

The boys ate heartily of the delicious dinner, Chet 
finishing off half of one chocolate pie. Then the brothers 
and their friends, in assembly-line fashion, helped Miss 
Hardy clear the table and wash the dishes. 

‘When they returned to the living-room, Biff picked 
up the comic section of the Sunday newspaper. As he 
chuckled over a comic strip, Frank’s eyes were caught 
by a headline in a report from Fremont, a town not 
far away. 

Safe Cracked as Women Sleep 

Quickly the young sleuth read the story. Dr Mon- 
trose of Bayport had treated an elderly widow, Mrs 
Velman, and her unmarried sister, Miss Anker, at his 
office. They had returned home and fallen into a deep 
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“According to the story told by Mrs Velman and 
Miss Anker,” the newspaper article went on, “the women 
had slept for several hours. 

** When we awoke,’ Mrs Velman said, ‘the safe was 
open, and our securities stolen!” ” 

Frank whistled and read the account aloud to Aunt 
Gertrude and the other boys. ‘‘Aunty, that sounds like 
your experience!” 

“Are you implying,” Biff spoke up, ‘that Dr Mon- 
trose may be the thief—or at least is in league with 
one?” 

“P’'m not accusing anyone,” Frank replied, “but it’s 
all mighty funny.” 

Chet spoke up. “Boy, I wish I'd come here soon 
enough that day to catch him!” 

“T am confused,” said Jim Foy. “Do you mean that 
Dr Montrose is paid by the burglar to put people to 
sleep?” 

“Tt could be figured that way,” Frank nodded. 

“I’m going to find out!” Joe declared, as he jumped 
from his chair and dashed to the hall telephone. 


-15- 
Hunting an Intruder 


Jor consulted the telephone directory, then dialled 
‘Mrs Velman’s house. After explaining who he was and 
saying that his aunt had fallen asleep under similar 
circumstances, he found the elderly widow very co- 
operative. 

“Did Dr Montrose give you and your sister sleeping 
pills?” Joe asked. 

“‘Why—uh—yes, he did. Said we were to take them 
as soon as we got home. We felt fine when we woke up 
—that is, until we discovered the robbery.” 

“Js there anything else you can tell me?” the young 
sleuth prodded. 

“Pm afraid not.” 

‘Joe said that he hoped the police would soon recover 
the securities, thanked her, and said goodbye. He 
returned to the living-room and reported what he had 
learned. At once Aunt Gertrude said, ‘Dr Montrose 
certainly looks suspicious.” 

‘There are lots of reasons for talking to the doctor,” 
said Frank. “‘First, he was staying at the hotel when the 
Zeus typewriter was stolen; second, he could be a thief, 
or in league with one; next, he advises patients, mostly 
elderly widows, on stock investments; and last, for a 
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doctor who ought to be on the job he’s a pretty elusive 
person—doesn’t have a nurse or an answering 
service.” 

“T agree one hundred percent,” said Joe. “‘Let’s call 
on him right now!” 

Aunt Gertrude held up her hand. “‘Not yet,” she said. 
“J guess you've forgotten that the Forsythes, our new 
neighbours, are coming over to tea.”” 

The brothers groaned, then apologized. The other 
boys left and in a short time*Mr and Mrs Forsythe 
arrived with two children, a boy of ten and a girl of 
eight. Frank and Joe, though chafing under the delay, 
were polite and friendly. 

A light meal was served at six o’clock. As soon as the 
sandwiches and ice cream were eaten, and the For- 
sythes had left, Frank and Joe set off for Dr Montrose’s 
house. They would surprise the man and not give him 
time to hide any tell-tale evidence. 

“Tfhe’s not at home,” Frank said, ‘we'll look around 
the grounds and see if we can learn anything to connect 
him with the mystery.” 

As on their previous call, the Hardys found the chain 
across the entrance driveway, so they parked on the 
public road. The boys walked up the path through the 
wooded approach and rang the doorbell. No one 
answered, 

After ringing several more times, with no response, 
Frank muttered, “‘Looks as though he’s not at home.” 

“Or else just not seeing callers,” Joe added. 

Disappointed, the boys made their way to the outside 
of the house, looking for discarded letters or other 
possible incriminating clues. As they passed a pair of tall 
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french windows opening off the ground floor, Joe 
seized his brother’s arm. 

“Wait!” he whispered. “I think someone’s in there!”” 
He pointed to one of the windows. 

Frank also caught a fleeting glimpse of a tall figure 
moving about inside. The two boys silently went up and 
peered through the glass. The next instant both stiffened 
as a steely voice behind them rang out: * 

“Why are you two spying here?” The boys whirled 
about. There stood Dr Montrose, wearing a hat and 
scowling accusingly. But his harsh look turned to a 
smile of welcome as he recognized them. 

“Why, Frank and Joe Hardy!” he exclaimed. ‘‘This 
is a surprise! What brings you here? Is your aunt ill 
again?” 

“Oh, no, she’s better, thank you,” Joe replied. “We 
came here to ask you about something. When you 
didn’t answer the bell, we decided just to look around.” 

“I see. Well, come inside,” the doctor urged cordially, 

‘As the two boys accompanied him into the house, 
they glanced at each other, thinking, ‘“He’s not acting 
like a guilty person!” 

Dr Montrose clicked on a light and laid his hat on the 
table in the wide hall. He invited them to follow him 
into a living-room to sit down. 

Frank and Joe glanced around, trying not to appear 
too curious. The atmosphere was musty, as if the whole 
house needed an airing, and the gilt-trimmed plush 
furniture looked old and very worn. The windows were 
hung with heavy red draperies. 

“T suppose you're wondering why we were looking 
in the windows,” Frank said to the doctor. “The fact is, 
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when no one answered our ring we assumed you were 
out. But we thought we saw someone inside.” 

“Tt surprised us,” Joe added, “because we under- 
stood you live alone.” 

“That’s right.” Dr Montrose nodded. “‘No one else is 
here.” 

Joe purposely put on a puzzled look. “‘That’s 
strange,” he insisted. “I’m positive I caught a glimpse 
of a person moving around. You don’t suppose it was a 
burglar?” 

The doctor laughed, evidently undisturbed. “It was 
probably only an illusion caused by the shadows. Well, 
perhaps I’d better look around—just to make sure.” 

Frank seized the opening. “We'll help,” he offered. 
“Tt might be safer with three of.us, if there is an 
intruder.” 

“Hmm, certainly. That's very kind.” 

Both boys thought they now detected a certain 
reluctance in the doctor’s manner, Nevertheless, he led 
them through the various rooms on the ground floor. 
Apparently the mansion had not received a thorough 
house cleaning in a long time. Cobwebs hung from the 
ceiling and much of the furniture was still draped with 
white dust covers. The once-expensive carpets were 
threadbare and soiled. 

After checking the huge, old-fashioned kitchen and 
peering into the butler’s pantry, Montrose led them 
back to the sweeping spiral staircase in the main hall- 
way. 

“We'll take a glance upstairs,” he murmured, 

‘The dried-out wooden steps creaked underfoot. 
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“Boy, this place seems a million years old!” Joe 
whispered to his brother. 

The searchers looked into all the bedrooms, one by 
one, and then into two enormous antique bathrooms 
with tubs mounted on ball-claw feet. The white tile 
floors were chipped. 

Next the doctor mounted a narrow rickety staircase 
that led upwards to the attic storage rooms. Frank and 
Joe followed. The musty staleness that assailed their 
lungs caused them to cough. 

“J dare say we could do with some air conditioning 
up here,” Dr Montrose apologized with an affable smile 
as they reached the hot, stifling loft. 

Frank and Joe agreed wholeheartedly. Dr Montrose 
switched on an overhead bulb, revealing an assortment 
of discarded articles. There were several battered 
trunks, a rusty bird-cage, and piles of yellowing news- 
papers. Everything was coated with a thick layer of 
dust. 

“No intruder has been up here or we'd see his foot- 
prints.” The doctor chuckled. 

Although the brothers had to agree, Frank and Joe 
still looked behind every piece big enough to conceal a 
person—or a typewriter. They found nothing sus- 
picious. 

When they returned to the ground floor, Frank pointed 
to a latched door at one end of the hall. 

“We haven't looked in there,” he said. 

“Just a small cupboard,” Dr Montrose replied 
casually. “No one could hide in it.” 

He proceeded down the spiral stairway to the 
ground floor, with Joe following. Frank, lingering 
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behind, decided to check the cupboard himself. 

Moving quickly down the hall, he opened the door 
and peered inside. The next instant a tall figure loomed 
up out of the pitch-dark space. 

Before Frank could take action, he was seized by 
powerful hands. The boy started to yell, then the 
sound was choked off by his assailant’s crushing grip. 
The man was almost a head taller than Frank, and in 
the dim light of the hallway it was impossible to see his 
face. 

Frank fought furiously to free himself. The locked 
pair swayed and stumbled in a wordless struggle. Then 
one hand of Frank’s opponent grasped the boy’s throat 
and banged his head against the cupboard door jamb. 

The impact sent a flash of pain shooting through 
Frank’s skull. With a groan, he blacked out! 


-16- 
Signals 


Meganwaite, Joe and Dr Montrose had reached the 
ground floor. It was a moment before they realized 
that Frank was not behind them. Then they heard 
sounds of a commotion upstairs. 

“Hey! What's going on?” Joe cried. He ran back to 
the staircase and dashed up two steps at a time. The 
doctor followed, pantingly urging caution. 

By the time they reached the first floor, the scuffing 
noises had ceased. Frank was nowhere in sight. 

“Frank!” Joe yelled. “Hey, Frank! Where are you?” 

The cupboard door stood ajar. Dr Montrose switched 
on the hall light and Joe peered inside. The place 
‘was empty. 

“He must be up here somewhere!” Joe exclaimed 
frantically. 

They peered into every bedroom and both bath- 
rooms, but found no trace of the other Hardy boy. 
Then Joe noticed a laundry chute in one wall of the 
hallway and yanked it open. 

“Tt leads down to the cellar,” Dr Montrose ex- 
plained. “But surely he didn’t—” 

Without waiting to hear more, Joe dashed down- 
stairs again. “Which way to the cellar?” he shouted 
over his shoulder. 
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“Through the kitchen!” Dr Montrose answered, 
hastening down the steps behind him. 

‘Joe sped on and descended the cellar steps, pausing 
only long enough to flick on the light switch. The 
basement was like a huge, cobwebby tomb. 

Only a single light bulb was working, but Joe 
noticed a wooden partition at one end of the basement 
with the words, Launpry Roow, in faded paint on the 
door. He struggled with the latch for a moment, then 
yanked the door open. 

“Frank!” he cried in mingled relief and alarm. 

His brother lay stunned at the bottom of the laundry 
chute. Joe slipped one arm under Frank’s shoulders and 
raised him tb a half-sitting position. In doing so, Joe felt 
a sizeable bump on the back of his brother’s head. 

Dr Montrose had arrived on the scene by this time 
and hastily examined Frank. 

“Frank's had a nasty blow,” he murmured, “but I 
think he’s coming round.” 

After the doctor and Joe had chafed the victim’s 
wrists for a few moments, Frank opened his eyes and 
groaned. 

“Q-oh, my head! , . . Wh-where am I?” 

“Down in the cellar, pal,” Joe replied. “Take it easy 
for a bit, and then tell us what happened.” 

After collecting his wits, Frank related how he had 
looked in the cupboard and been taken off guard by his 
huge assailant. “Where is he now?” 

“Not upstairs, that’s certain,” Dr Montrose pointed 
out. 

Joe pointed to an open window above the laundry 
tubs. ““That’s how the guy escaped. After he dumped 
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Frank into the chute, he must have slid down behind 
him and ducked out.” 

The doctor looked at the boys blankly. “But what did 
he want? There is nothing of great value in the house.” 

The Hardys exchanged puzzled glances. They were 
wondering the same thing. It occurred to both boys 
that the intruder evidently had some knowledge of the 
layout of the house. 

Dr Montrose and Joe asisted Frank upstairs and 
made him comfortable in a lounge chair. Here the 
doctor gave him a whiff of spirits of ammonia and a 
glass of water, In a few minutes the young sleuth felt 
fally recovered, except for a throbbing bump on his 
head. 

“J think you’d better call the police, Dr Montrose,” 
Joe suggested. 

“Yes, Pll do that, but it seems foolish if the fellow 
didn’t take anything. Probably he was just a tramp who 
broke in to get some food. I'll take a look.” 

The doctor hurried off to the kitchen but returned in 
a minute. “That was the answer, all right. The fellow 
took a lot of food.” 

Dr Montrose dismissed the subject, then asked why 
the boys had come. 

“On several counts, but we'll make it brief,” Frank 
replied. ‘First, a friend of ours is looking for a certain 
kind of typewriter that isn’t for sale around here. We 
heard that you have one.” 

“A typewriter?” The doctor’s piercing eyes glinted 
with surprise. “Why, no—no indeed. I've never thought 
of having one.” 

“Next,” Frank went on, “we've been tremendously 
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interested in what happened at Mrs Velman’s home. 
We'd like to hear your theory on it.” 

Dr Montrose smiled. “I’m afraid that I haven’t any,” 
he replied. 

“But you did tell Mrs Velman and her sister to take 
sleeping pills right before the robbery!” 

The doctor frowned. “I do not like your insinua- 
tions,” he said darkly. “I know nothing about the 
robbery.” He suddenly arose, indicating that the inter- 
view was at an end. The boys said goodnight and left, 

As soon as their convertible was rolling homewards, 
Frank said, “Well, do you think our suspicions about 
the doctor should be washed out?” 

“No indeed,” Joe declared. “I’m sure he’s mixed up 
in this mystery somehow.” 

“You found something?” Frank asked. 

In response Joe reached into his pocket. “Look at 
this. It was on the floor in the laundry room,” 

He held out a gold cuff link, set with a bluish amber 
tiger, and on the reverse side were the Oriental 
characters meaning Hong Kong. 

“It’s the mate to the one Iola found at the cave!” 
Frank exclaimed. “You think this is Dr Montrose’s?” 

“Could be,” Joe answered. “Or at least it belonged 
to the man who attacked you, and he was no house- 
breaker. He’s a pal of Dr Montrose!” 

“A long shot,” Frank replied, then smiled. “But a 
good one. That guy could even be the safe-cracker!” 

“The question is, could he be Chinese and what's 
Dr Montrose’s part in all this?” Frank queried. 

“And I'd like to know,” Joe put in, ‘is he one of the 
people interested in the Hai Hau? Or, if Dr Montrose 
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owns the cuff links, is he tied up in any way with one or 
another of the rival groups, and why?” 

“And, Joe, don’t forget that Dad said the Chameleon 
was looking for cuff links like those we have. That could 
mean the owner might lead us to that man Balarat.” 

“First we must prove who the owner is,” said Joe. 

“I think we should check on the doctor’s credentials,” 
Frank declared. 

Joe concurred. “For a starter, let’s find out if that 
fancy diploma in his office is on the level. Let’s see. It 
was Ardvor College.” 

‘The next morning there was just time enough for Joe 
to write a letter of inquiry to Ardvor College. Frank, 
meanwhile, phoned Chief Collig to brief him on all the 
Hardys’ suspicions up to date regarding Dr Montrose. 

“Pll start investigating the doctor at once,” the officer 
promised. “Your story is amazing. And P'lll get in touch 
with your father if you're in a hurry.” 

“Thanks.” 

Joe licked the envelope of his letter and applied an 
airmail and a special-delivery stamp. 

“Hey, come on! It’s almost ten o’clock!” Frank 
urged, with a glance at his wrist watch. “We can drop 
the letter off on our way to the pier!” 

The Hai Hau was ready to pull out as the Hardys 
arrived on the pier. They climbed aboard and Joe went 
forward to help Chet with the bowlines, 

Two last-minute passengers, a husband and wife, 
showed up a moment later, breathless and clutching 
picnic bags. Biff and Frank took their fares and assisted 
them to embark. 

“Another full boatload!” Biff beamed. 


oN: 
278 ‘THE MYSTERY OF THE CHINESE JUNK 

Frank grinned with satisfaction. “(Nice going. Well, 
let’s shove off!” 

The day’s cruises went off without a hitch. Secretly 
Frank and Joe kept wishing that they could have worked 
on the mystery, and radioed Aunt Gertrude several 
times for news. None came and finally the brothers 
arrived home at dinnertime. 

Later that evening they were talking to Aunt Ger- 
trude about Dr Montrose when the alarm buzzers 
sounded. The visitors proved to be Biff Hooper and 
Tony Prito. Both were highly excited. 

“What’s up?” Joe demanded. 

“Plenty!” Tony was panting for breath. ‘You re- 
member that yarn Clams Dagget told us about seeing 
lights on Rocky Isle?” 

“Sure. What about them?” Frank said. “They’ve 
been seen again?” 

“Yes. This time by Biffand me. We were out in my 
Napoli and spotted those lights ourselves! They were 
blinking on and off, as if someone was sending a 
message in secret code!” 


-17- 
The Cliffside Cave 


“Wow!” Joe cried. “Let’s get going, fellows! Now’s our 
chance to find out who’s sending secret signals from 
Rocky Isle!” 

“We'll have to wait for Chet and Jim,” Biff put in. 
“They'll be right over.” 

“Okay. We can all go in the Sleuth,” Frank said. 

Chet’s noisy jalopy pulled up outside a few moments 
later, Jim was with him. The other boys rushed out, 
some sliding into the Hardys’ convertible, the others 
into Chet’s “hot rod”. They drove to the town pier. 

“Let’s make sure the Hai Hau’s all right before we 
leave,” Frank suggested. 

‘The boys found that Detective Smuff and Patrolman 
Con Riley had been assigned as police guards for the 
junk. Seeing the pair, Joe and Frank looked at one 
another. The two officers were not known as the most 
astute men on the force. 

“Guess Chief Collig didn’t have any others to spare,” 
Joe remarked with a shrug. 

The junk’s owners went on and hurried to the boat- 
house where the Sleuth was berthed. Within minutes 
the craft was kicking up a frothy wake in the moonlight 
as the group sped out of the bay and neared Rocky Isle. 
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It loomed up as a black mass on the horizon, with its 
lighthouse beacon sweeping the darkness at one-minute 
intervals. At the moment there was nosign ofthe blinking 
signals on the opposite side of the island. 

‘Maybe we've missed the senders,” Frank said 
glumly to his boatmates, He was at the wheel of the 
Sleuth. 

‘A second later a light suddenly gleamed from the 
western cliff! 

“There it goes!” Joe exclaimed, watching intently so 
that he could translate the message. The light shone 
steadily for a few moments, then winked on and off 
rapidly. “That wasn’t Morse code—or International!” 
‘Joe added tensely. 

Jim Foy nodded. ‘‘It must be a secret one!” His com- 
panions agreed. 

‘The light disappeared as they moved closer. Frank 
had fixed its approximate position in mind, and steered 
towards the jumbled mass of rock that soared upwards 
from the island’s northern shore. 

“It’s starting again!” Biff exclaimed. Once, twice, 
three times the blinking signal stabbed the darkness. 
Still it made no sense to the boys, 

“If only we can get close enough to see who's 
sending!” Joe muttered. 

He broke off'as the group became aware of thesudden 
drone of a powerful boat engine. The sound was coming 
from the direction of the island, but the boys could de- 
tect no running lights. Seconds later, they could make 
out the dim form of a large motorboat, It was zooming 
straight towards the Sleuth! 

“Tr'll ram us broadside!” Chet cried. 
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“No, it won’t!” Frank said grimly, setting his jaw. 

‘He tooted the Sleuth’shorn, and thesound echoed back 
from the cliff. Still the darkened boat aimed for the boys. 
Frank turned the wheel to give the other craft plenty of 
room. It veered, still obstructing the Sleuth. 

“That pilot’s crazy!” Tony cried out, then yelled, 
“Look where you’re going!” 

The oncoming motorboat continued to change course 
whenever Frank did. Finally he decided on a daring 
move to outwit the person determined to crash into 
them. 

Frank steeled his nerve and held course and speed as 
the other boat bore down on the Hardy craft. Then, at 
the very last second, he revved the Sleuth’s engine and 
threw the wheel hard over! 

With an earsplitting din, the big motorboat hurtled 
past, missing them by inches! The Sleuth heeled crazily 
aport in its wake. 

Chet was trembling like a leaf, Biff, Tony and Jim 
gave weak gasps of relief. Joe felt cold trickles of per- 
spiration run down his back. 

“Terrific, Frank! You rate a medal for fast thinking!” 
Joe called, as his brother sped on. This time the motor- 
boat did not come in pursuit. 

“‘What was that guy’s idea?” Biff asked. “In fact, 
there were two men in that boat. Wonder who they 
were.” 

“T think they have something to do with the signal- 
ling and were trying to scare us away from Rocky 
Isle,” Frank suggested. 

“Then that’s all the more reason for going there,” 
Joe determined. 
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“ll say,” Tony broke in angrily. “How about our 
finding those guys and asking what their murderous 
scheme was all about?” 

“Oh, no!” Chet spoke up. ‘I aim to stay in one piece 
now that they’re gone. Let’s just take a look at the cliff 
and call it quits.” 

“That seems wise,” Jim Foy said softly. 

Frank headed towards the cliff once more, watching 
intently for any sign of another attack. But the place 
was quiet. 

Suddenly lights flashed again high up on the cliff. 
They seemed to be coming from some recessed ledge, 
just below the craggy out-thrust of the cliff’s overhang- 
ing brow. Then the signals blacked out abruptly. 

“Slow down!” Joe called. ‘Think that motorboat 
could be luring us into a trap?” 

“Maybe. Fellows, get out your flashlights and beam 
them around.” 

His companions did as directed. No boat or waiting 
figures were to be seen. The signalling had stopped. The 
boys held a hurried conference and concluded that by 
the time they could climb the cliff the mysterious signal 
sender would have vanished. 

“Let’s go home,” Chet pleaded, yawning, but still 
sweeping the cliff with his light. “I— The sleepy boy 
suddenly jumped up and cried out, “Hey, that looks 
like the entrance to a cave up there!” 

His friends stared at the spot on which the beam of 
his flashlight was trained. ‘Oh, man, am I ever going 
spelunking in there! . . . No, not tonight,” Chet added 


quickly as he saw the look of amazement on the other 
boys’ faces. 
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Since there seemed to be no reason for remaining 
longer, Frank headed the Sleuth towards Bayport. 
Conversation revolved around the lights and the cave, 
“There might be a connection,” Chet offered. 

“‘And,” Biff drawled, ‘those signals might just be on 
the level and have something to do with the Coast 
Guard.” 

Joe grinned. “‘More likely those phoney coast- 


The Sleuth ploughed on. As it came in sight of the 
Hai Hau, Jim Foy cried out, “Good grief! What’s 
up?” 

The dock’s floodlight illuminated a strange scene. 
Figures could be seen in wild commotion on the junks’ 
fore and afterdecks! 

Frank brought the Sleuth to the dock in a hurry and 
leaped out. 

“Tt’s the Chinese!” Tony cried out, as he and the 
others raced aboard the Hai Hau. 

In the junk’s stern, George Ti-Ming was exchanging 
fisticuffs with two other Chinese, while Officer Con 
Riley fought to separate them. The Hardys recognized 
Ti-Ming’s opponents as two of the men who had 
wanted to buy the Hai Hau in Staten Island. 

In the forepart of the craft, another hand-to-hand 
battle was going on. Frank made out the huge figure of 
Chin Gok locked in combat with two smaller adver- 
saries. The face of one was contorted with pain. Detec- 
tive Smuff was trying to pry them apart, and in doing 
so, was catching the brunt of their blows. 

Frank waded into the fray on the foredeck. He yanked 
Chin Gok round by one arm and dealt him a strong 
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right to the jaw. Chin Gok’s eyes went glassy and he 
reeled back against the cabin wall. 

Tony, meanwhile, had shot a short, jarring left chop 
to the ribs of another of the battlers, who had not yet 
recovered from the surprise of this new and unexpected 
intervention. Jim’s fists, too, were dealing out equal 
punishment to the other Chinese. 

‘Joe, Biff and Chet were busy with the fighters in the 
stern sheets. Within minutes, the battle of the Hai Hau 
had been brought under control and all six of the 
bruised and panting Chinese were only too willing to 
subside. 

“What was this fracas all about? And why here on 
the Hai Hau?” Frank demanded. 

Smuff and Riley looked shamefaced, and the latter 
said, “This guy”—he pointed to Ti-Ming— “came 
aboard to look around with a couple of friends. I didn’t 
see any harm in that.” 

“Riley’s telling you right,” Smuff spoke up. “Then 
these other guys arrived with the same story. First thing 
we knew a fight started.” 

At that moment a police car raced up to the pier. 
Chief Collig and two other officers stepped out and 
raced on to the junk. 

“It’s all right, Chief,” Smuff spoke up. “Riley and I 
have the situation under control. Pretty bad fight.” 

The chief looked hard at his men and said that a 
bystander had telephoned headquarters about the 
fight. To the Chinese, Chief Collig said: 

“You're all under arrest. Do you want to talk here or 
down at headquarters?” ~ 

Chin Gok and his two henchmen sullenly made it 
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plain they would not talk anywhere. But Ti-Ming said 
he welcomed the chance to clear himself. 

“T am not guilty of any lawbreaking,” he began. “I 
am a private detective. I go from place to place to get 
evidence on smuggling.” 

Frank and Joe were thunderstruck. A detective! 
And he solved smuggling cases! 

Would Ti-Ming’s story clear up the mystery of the 
Chinese junk? 


Legend of Treasure 


To versry his story, Ti-Ming produced a New York 
private detective’s licence and several letters from 
Hong Kong, They identified not only him without a 
doubt, but the friends with him as well. 

“Why didn’t you tell the police all this when you 
came here?” Chief Collig demanded. 

“Because I was not yet sure whether the Hai Hau was 
the stolen junk I was looking for; whether Chin Gok’s 
gang or someone else had smuggled goods into this 
country on it; and whether he had learned of a certain 
secret hidden aboard the junk. Until I was, I thought it 
wiser to keep my true identity under cover.” 

Ti-Ming explained that six junks similar to the Hai 
Hau had- been stolen in Hong Kong, probably by Chin 
Gok, painted, and given new figureheads and names. It 
was thought they had been shipped to various ports of 
the world, all with smuggled goods aboard. One of 
these boats belonged to a friend of Ti-Ming’s. 

“In Hong Kong,” the Chinese detective went on, ‘‘a 
story was told by a workman that on one of the junks 
an ancient clue to a great fortune‘could be found. This 
workman was injured and before dying told this much 
but could never finish the story. As far as is known, no 
one has learned the secret.” 
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Ti-Ming smiled, “‘Naturally my friend hoped the 
secret was hidden in his boat.” * 

“What is the fortune?” Joe asked eagerly. 

Ti-Ming did not reply. 

“You needn’t answer that question now,” Collig 
said. “Go on with your story.” 

The detective bowed slightly. “‘My friend heard that 
a shipment of boats had gone from Hong Kong to 
New York and asked me to investigate. The Hai Hau 
was the only used junk among them, and I am sure from 
certain features and other marks that it is my friend’s 
boat. To avoid confusion and publicity, I offered to buy 
it. When these honourable boys refused to sell, I fol- 
Jowed them to Bayport and tried to continue my search 
without their suspecting me. But they are very wise 
young men.” 

Despite the compliment to them, the Hardys and 
their friends exchanged worried glances. “Then it is 
true we bought stolen property!” Frank remarked 
solemnly. 

“I am afraid so,” Ti-Ming replied. But smiling, he 
added, “The rightful owner authorized me, after I 
notified him of my find, to say that you may keep the 
Hai Hau until the end of summer, but in the meantime I 
am to be permitted to continue my hunt for the clue to 
the fortune.” 

The Hardys looked towards Chief Collig, who gave 
the Chinese a quick answer. “You may search only with 
a police escort, Mr Ti-Ming, and anything you find 
will be kept by me until we have further proof of 
ownership.” 

Ti-Ming nodded. “That is very fair. And now, if you 
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will excuse me, my friends and I will say good evening 
to you gentlemen. I will return in the morning, when I 
will search for the valuable clue to the fortune.” 

Chin Gok and his two henchmen glared in hate after 
the departing Chinese. Still refusing to admit anything, 
they were led off to the Bayport jail. Chief Collig asked 
Frank and Joe to follow. Surprised and wondering, they 
said goodnight to their friends and followed in the 
convertible. 

At police headquarters Chief Collig attempted once 
more to make his prisoners talk. But he was unable to 
extract any information from the three men. 

“Empty their pockets,” he ordered a guard. 

Aside from knives carried by two of the men, nothing 
incriminating was found until they searched Chin Gok. 
A turnout of his pockets revealed a blue amber tiger 
gem! 

‘Joe pounced onit. “Chief! This is like the jewelsin the 
cuff links!” 

Collig’s eyes narrowed. “So you were the man who 
threw Frank Hardy down the laundry chute! All right, 
speak up! What have you got to say for yourself?” 

Chin Gok’s long face twisted into a sneer, but he said 
nothing. 

“Okay, if they won't talk, lock °em all up!” Collig 
growled. ‘‘Chin Gok, we'll hold you for assault on 
Frank Hardy. The others will be charged with disturb- 
ing the peace while we make a further investigation.” 

After the three Chinese had been led away, Chief 
Collig took the brothers into his office. ‘‘Get ready for a 
bombshell,” he said. “‘Dr Montrose has disappeared!” 

“What!” 
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“After you gave us the tip on him, my men went to 
call on him. When they found his office locked, we 
became suspicious and broke in. Everything but the 
heavy furniture was gone.” 

Joe whistled, and Frank said, “Yes, go on. Then you 
went to his house?” 

“Right away. Same thing there.” Collig smiled. “I 
guess you boys broke the case of a fake-doctor thief.”” 

“You mean there weren’t two men working to- 
gether?” Joe exclaimed. 

Chief Collig rubbed his chin. “On that score I’m not 
sure. Montrose may have returned to the victim’s 
houses himself and stolen their securities, or he may 
have a pal take them.” 

“Chin Gok, perhaps?” Frank suggested. 

The chief shrugged. “I hadn’t thought of that until 
the cuff-link angle came up. The point now is to find 
Dr Montrose. Well, boys, thanks for your help. And if 
you get any leads, let me know.” 

“We sure will,” Frank promised and with a grin 
added, “If Chin Gok talks, call us, please.” 

“Pll do that. By the way, I never did get in touch 
with your father. He was always out.” 

The Hardys left for home, conversing on the way 
about each detail of the mystery, ‘I’m beginning to 
reconstruct things this way,” said Frank. “‘When Dr 
Montrose left our house, after Aunt Gertrude was 
getting sleepy, he slipped the lock on the front door. He 
took Mrs Witherspoon home and returned to open 
Dad’s safe. Something frightened him and he ran off in 
a hurry, leaving the front door open. Then Chet came 
along.” 
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“Sounds good,” Joe remarked. “But if he steals 
securities whenever he gets a chance, why didn’t he 
take the ones in our safe?” 

“He didn’t want that particular job to look like a 
robbery,” Frank answered. ‘‘All he wanted was Dad’s 
file on the Chameleon.” 

‘Joe’s eyes opened wide. ‘Are you trying to tell me 
you think Montrose is the Chameleon?” 

“Tam.” Frank gave a loud sigh. “And we let him slip 
right through our fingers, The Chameleon is sure a 
perfect name for that guy! He managed to fool other 
doctors in town evidently.” 

‘Joe said he thought they should phone their father at 
once, so as soon as the boys reached home, Frank put in 
the call. His brother, meanwhile, gave Aunt Gertrude 
an account of the evening’s adventures. 

“Dr Montrose!” she cried out. “‘And he seemed like 
such a gentleman! So he’s not, eh? Then. he ought to 
be tarred and feathered when they catch him. The idea 
of giving people sleeping pills and then robbing them!” 

“Take it easy, Aunty,” Joe advised, “Remember, we 
haven’t proved a thing yet.” 

By this time Frank had made the connection to 
California and in a moment his father came on the 
phone. Mr Hardy listened in amazement to the story 
and his sons’ deductions. Then he said: 

“One of my secret findings contained in the Cham- 
eleon’s files was that he had read a great deal about 
medicine and learned enough to pose as a doctor, But 
the last place I’d expect to find him practising would 
be Bayport! At the time the file on Balarat was taken 
from my safe, I had just received a good lead that he 
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was out here, and I figured some associate of his had 
opened the safe.” 

Mr Hardy went on to say that the ex-convict might 
remain in hiding for some time, now that he knew his 
latest role as a doctor had been detected. “But keep 
your eyes open, Frank, and Joe too,” the ace sleuth 
advised. “I will fly home tomorrow with Mother to 
take up the hunt.” 

After Frank put the phone down, Aunt Gertrude 
looked hard at him, then said crisply, “Not one more 
bit of mystery tonight for either of you boys. You both 
look as white and tired as if you’d been through an 
epidemic!” 

“An epidemic of clues,” Joe quipped, but he and 
Frank were glad to climb into bed and were asleep in a 
few minutes. 

The following morning was bright and warm and the 
Hardys looked forward to a full passenger list for the 
Hai Hau. They found Aunt Gertrude busy in the 
kitchen taking muffins from the oven. 

“Wow! What a breakfast!” said Joe. “Here’s a kiss 
for the cook.” He planted one on her cheek. 

“Good morning, Aunty,” Frank added, putting an 
arm around her. 

‘The wall phone in the kitchen rang. Joe picked it up 
and listened for a moment, then burst out: 

“What! Chin Gok and the other two prisoners have 
escaped, you say, Chief?” 


19+ 
Sleuths in Danger 


Frank, Joz and Aunt Gertrude were stunned by Chief 
Collig’s report that the three Chinese prisoners had 
broken out of jail. 

“Somebody helped them,” Aunt Gertrude declared 


ly. 

“He sure did,” Joe agreed. ‘The chief said someone 
slugged the jailer and opened the cell they were in. 
The fellow was masked and as slick as they come. No- 
body saw him sneak in.” 

Frank gazed into space. “I wonder where the bunch 
of escapees went. They must be in hiding. Maybe—” 

“Maybe what?” Aunt Gertrude asked. 

Her nephew merely smiled and she knew his idea 
was still in a nebulous state. He would tell her later 
when it was fully formulated. As the brothers drove 
down to the Hai Hau to help with the day’s run, Frank 
said: 

‘Joe, I was thinking of that cave on Rocky Isle and 
those blinking lights. It’s just possible Dr Montrose is 
hiding out there.” 

“And perhaps Chin Gok and his pals?” Joe queried. 

“Yes. Let’s take a look and if we see any of them we'll 
radio the police.” 
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At the pier Frank and Joe found Chet with his 
spelunking gear, ready to explore the cave. But when 
the stout boy heard of the jail break and Frank’s sup- 
position that the wanted men might be hiding there, he 
looked worried. 

“I don’t know that I'll explore, fellows. You can’t 
move fast in this gear and I sure couldn’t run if I had 
to.” 

“Well, suit yourself,” said Joe. 

Several picnickers had already gathered. Among 
them were Callie Shaw and Iola Morton. The girls 
had brought a basket of food, a portable record player, 
and a beach bag containing towels and bathing suits. 

“Hey! Look who’s here!” Joe cried out. 

“Be our guests!” Frank invited. “We'll reserve 
deluxe seats right here with the crew—no charge!” 

‘The two girls dimpled into pleased smiles but in- 
sisted upon paying their own fares, 

Laughter and banter continued as the junk cruised 
out of the harbour, Then Iola turned on a new hit 
record. 

“Too bad there’s not enough room to dance,” she 
sighed. “‘Let’s all sing instead!” 

‘Everyone joined in the chorus, drowning out the 
voice on the record. Biff sang slightly off key. 

“Hey! Those pipes of yours are rusty!” Tony joked 
and held up an oilcan. “Try some.” 

Presently the radio connected with the Hardy home 
signalled and Aunt Gertrude’s voice came on. Frank 
turned down the volume so that only the young sleuths 
and their friends could hear her. 

*‘A phone message just came from Ardyor College,” 
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she said. “Dr Montrose was never a student there and 
the president is very upset by his claims. P’ve notified 
Chief Collig, Anything else you want me to do?” 

“Not now. And thanks a million, Aunty,” said Frank. 
“Over and out.” Turning to his friends he added, “If 
we needed extra proof about that phoney, we have it 
now!” 

As soon as the junk was tied up at the wharf, its 
passengers trooped ashore and headed for the beach. 
Frank told the girls that he and Joe were going to the 
cave, but did not give the reason. Chet decided to don 
his spelunking helmet and accompany them. Tony, 
Biff and Jim would go back to Bayport for the second 
load of passengers. 

‘The Hardys and their stout chum tramped across the 
island, Reaching the park keeper’s house, they stopped 
to ask Dave Roberts if he had seen any blinking lights 
or cliff climbers on the northern end of Rocky Isle. 

“No,” he replied, and the boys went on. 

The trio skirted the rocks along the shore and half an 
hour later started up the cliffside. Twenty minutes of 
scaling brought them to the mouth of the cave. 

“If those jailbirds climbed up these rocks, they sure 
made it hard for themselves,” said Chet, puffing. “I 
don’t believe they’re here.” 

“‘Just the same, we’d better talk in whispers,” Frank 
recommended. 

‘The three boys pressed forward into the gloomy cave. 
They had barely entered when several rocks near the 
opening went clattering down the hillside. The vibra- 
tion loosened a massive chunk of limestone hanging 
from the cave ceiling, 
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It plunged straight towards Joe's head! 

“Look out!” Chet yelled. 

Joe dived clear in the nick of time, aided by a 
lightning grab from Frank. The huge chunk of lime- 
stone smashed on the spot where Joe had just been 
standing! All three boys were showered with whitish 
dust and rock fragments. 

“Whew! It—it was almost curtains that time!” Joe’s 
voice came in a weak whisper. He lay sprawled full 
length on the cave floor. 

Frank helped him to his feet. “Are you all right?” 

“<I guess so—thanks to you two!” Joe gulped. “Boy, 
if you hadn’t yelled, Chet—” 

‘Now you know why I wear this miner’s hat!” Chet 
replied. 

Suddenly Frank said, “We certainly made a noisy 
entrance. If anyone’s hiding, we probably alerted him.” 

Joe nodded. ‘That gives him the advantage. We'd 
better proceed with the utmost caution and not get 
zapped? 

As they advanced, the boys beamed their flashlights 
in every direction. Presently they found themselves in 
an enormous room, 

Pearly terraces rimmed the walls, extending far back 
into the cliff. Glittering calcite icicles hung from the 
ceiling. 

“This is a living cave,” Chet whispered. ‘‘That means 
there’s always water seepage going on. It builds these 
queer, shiny formations. When the seepage dries up, the 
rock gets dull and crumbly, and the cave becomes 
dead.” 

Chet now lit his helmet lamp and the boys proceeded 
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deeper into the cave. The floor became more rugged, 
forcing them to pick their way along cautiously. 

‘The path they were taking gradually sloped upwards. 
Another branch of the cavern, opening on their right, 
seemed to lead down towards the base of the cliff. The 
boys hesitated, uncertain which way to go. 

“Tn the daytime those men would be more likely to 
hide down below the top of the cliff,” Frank suggested. 

The others nodded, and the boys pushed on into the 
right-hand cavern. Here, the “‘icicles” increased in size 
to huge spearlike stalactites. Here and there similarly 
shaped stalagmites jutted upwards from the floor. 
Sometimes the twin formations joined in glistening 
pillars or columns. 

“Just think! This was all done by water dripping 
slowly for hundreds of years,” Chet marveled. 

“What a spectacle!” Frank whispered. ‘This place 
ought to be opened up to the public.” 

Most eye-stopping of all was a frozen cascade that 
had formed over a ledge, like a miniature Niagara of 
stone. It glistened with a fairy-like brilliance in the glow 
of the flashlights and lamp. 

“Chet, this is super. I’ll never make fun of your 
spelunking again!” Joe declared in a low, awed voice. 

To add to the beauty, some of the deposits were 
tinted orange, red and brown. Chet explained that this 
was due to iron oxide and other minerals in the dripping 
water. 

As the boys continued downwards into the cliff, their 
body heat caused wispy fog to form in the cool, damp 
air. Suddenly Frank halted and listened. 

“T thought I heard a yoice.” 
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The boys tiptoed ahead and presently the twisting 
passageway opened into a larger cavern. In the middle 
lay a huge pool, its surface covered with a thick scum of 
green algae and slime. A slight movement of the water 
indicated that the pool was being fed from some under- 
ground source. The ocean? 

“Look!” Frank whispered excitedly, pointing across 
the pool. 

Joe and Chet swung their lights towards the spot. 
Revealed was a typewriter with the name Zeus on it. 
No doubt the stolen one! Next to it was a low table on 
which stood stacks of what looked like bonds or other 
financial certificates. On top of these was a foot-square 
bamboo box with Oriental characters on it. 

“We've found it!” Joe gasped. ‘“‘This is the thieves’ 
and smugglers’ hi—” 

His words ended in a groan as a hard object crashed 
against his skull! Before Frank and Chet could turn 
round, they too were struck down from behind. All 
three sank into blackness. 

When the Hardys and Chet regained consciousness, 
it was like waking to a flickering nightmare. The boys 
could feel ropes biting into their wrists and ankles. They 
were bound and propped against one wall of the cavern, 
now lit by carbide lamps. Frank’s watch revealed that 
three hours had gone by since the boys had left the 
dock. 

Frank was first to collect his wits fully. Then Joe and 
Chet slowly brought their eyes to a focus on four figures 
leering down at them; Dr Montrose, Chin Gok and two 
rough-looking men in seamen’s dungarees. 

“The phoney coastguards!” Frank said grimly. 
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“Yes,” one of them replied, “but you'll never live to 
report where we are.” He laughed scornfully. 

Frank took a deep breath. “In that case, you won’t 
mind clearing up the mystery first,” he said, playing for 
time. “(Dr Montrose, we know you’re Balarat, the 
Chameleon. You're wanted on various charges, in- 
cluding the display of a fake diploma. But what is your 
connection with Chin Gok?” 

“T'll answer that,” the Chinese spoke up and gave a 
harsh, leering laugh. “Balarat and I are new in our 
acquaintance but already very good friends. He helped 
us slip out of jail, The doctor and I thank the Hardy 
boys for our first meeting. It was at your house.” 

“Our house!” Frank and Joe 

Chin Gok grew voluble. “It was quite by accident,” 
he confessed. “I entered your home one morning to 
search for any data you might have picked up regarding 
the Hai Hau, Incidentally, it was my esteemed self who 
spoke that warning over the radio. That was between 
the doctor’s first and second visits that day. I followed 
him upstairs and watched him open your father’s safe.” 
The Chinese smiled. “I might have blackmailed him, 
but when Montrose saw the unusual cuff links I was 
wearing, he recognized them as part of a smuggled ship- 
ment of amber. As payment for his silence, I gave them 
to him. Then we decided to join forces and outwit the 
Hardy family!” 

“Chin Gok,” Joe said, “‘did you steal all six junks in 
Hong Kong and secrete smuggled goods aboard, part of 
it bluish amber tigers? And did you have the junks 
shipped to foreign ports where you picked up the loot 
and sold it?” 
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“True,” Chin Gok replied. “I have sold everything, 
except the valuable bluish ambers in the bamboo box, 
with the help of Dr Montrose.” A self-satisfied smile 
played over the smuggler’s face. “Friends took care of 


“five junks, I came to New York because I was particu- 


larly interested in the boat I repainted and put the 
mandarin figurehead on, and gave the name Hai Hau.” 

Chin Gok spoke proudly. After a pause he went on, 
“Thad some of my men ruin the junk’s engine and later 
attack you boys in Chinatown. After that, they put a 
hole in the junk to discourage you from keeping the 
Hai Hau.” 

“Did they also slug the dock watchman and make a 
search aboard?” Joe asked. 

Chin Gok nodded. ‘‘They almost got the Hai Hau 
away from you one night out on the Shore Road. And 
they did scare you with a warning note.” 

Frank looked hard at the man. “You're the one who 
pretended to be stooped like Clams Daggett when we 
saw you leave Mcatrose’s house,” 

“Yes,” 

Frank turned to Dr Montrose. ‘‘And you lost one cuff 
link when you met Chin Gok at the cave and dropped 
the other in your basement.” 

“You are right. It must have dropped out of my shirt 
pocket when I bent down to get something out of a 
toolbox. Incidentally, I was a prowler at your house 
twice.” 

“Did you ever shoot at the Hai Hau?” Joe asked. 

Butler said, “‘I took a practice shot once.” 

Chin Gok broke in. “But our work is not finished. 
For my part, I haven't yet found the clue to the Hai 
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Haw’s treasure, but I will! You will not stop me!” 

“What do you mean? What are you going to do to 
us?” Chet quavered. 

“Butler and Burns,” Dr Montrose spoke up, looking 
towards the two sham coastguards, “‘you tell them.” 

The one named Butler burst into harsh, mocking 
laughter, “See that pool? Well, that’s where you’re 
headin’. We’re goin’ to throw all three 0” you boys, tied 
up just like you are, into this bottomless hole!” 


-20- 
Underground Battle 


Unaware of the grim happenings under the cliff, two 
groups of the Hai Hau’s passengers were thoroughly 
enjoying themselves. To pass the time, Biff, Tony and 
Jim began searching the junk again for a clue to the 
treasure, After a dip in the surf, Iola and Callie strolled 
back to the wharf. 

“Find anything?” Iola asked. 

“No,” Biff replied. 

“Let's all look,” Callie suggested. “Maybe we can 
surprise Frank and Joe with a clue!” 

The five friends joined in the hunt. Tony perched 
himself in the bow, with one leg swung over the side. 
He scowled thoughtfully as his eyes roved the hull of the 
Hai Hau. 

Could the clue to the fortune be hidden somewhere 
on the outside of the junk? Absent-mindedly he pressed 
one of the glass eyes in the figurehead. To his surprise, 
it pushed inwards! Tony gave a yell that brought the 
others running. 

A secret panel had slid open on the inner side of the bulwark! 

“Pve found something!” Excitedly he reached into 
the small compartment and pulled out a bamboo tube. 
He peered inside it and, as everyone watched breath- 
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lessly, extracted a parchment scroll. When unrolled, it 
proved to be a faded, yellow map labelled with Can- 
tonese characters. 

“A treasure map!” Jim Foy. exclaimed. “It tells 
where there are rich mines of bluish amber!” 

A hasty conference followed, Both Tony and Biff felt 
that they should inform the Hardys and Chet at once. 
The girls agreed, but asked Jim to remain with them 
and help guard the treasure map. 

Tola tucked the scroll into her swimming bag. “‘Let’s 
radio the Coast Guard to come over here,” she said. 
“T'll feel much safer.” 

“Okay! Let’s go!” Tony urged Biff. 

The two set off across the island, scrambled up the 
cliff, and made their way into the cave. In spite of the 
wonders revealed by their flashlights, both were too 
intent on finding their chums to appreciate the cavern’s 
beauty. 

Presently they came to the point where the passage 
branched, While trying to decide which path to follow, 
they heard angry voices coming from the right fork. 

“Sounds like trouble ahead,” Biff whispered. “‘Come 
on!” 

The boys hurried through the downwards sloping 
passage, which seemed endless. 

Suddenly Tony grabbed Biff’s arm. ‘Hold it!” he 
hissed. “Do you hear what I hear?” 

Biff nodded grimly. Both recognized Chin Gok’s 
voice. Switching off their flashlights, the two crept for- 
ward stealthily, Their jaws tightened in horror at the 
lamplit scene that met their eyes in the huge, subter- 
ranean chamber just ahead! 
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Frank, Joe and Chet were propped against the wall, 
their arms and legs bound with ropes. Chin Gok, Dr 
Montrose and the two Coast Guard impostors were 
standing a short distance away. 

“‘As Butler has just informed you,” Chin Gok was 
saying with evil relish, “‘all three of you will be tossed 
into this pool as soon as Dr Montrose and I put these 
securities and jewels in our pockets.” 

Biff and Tony clenched their fists. They must do 
something! There was no time to go for help. Con- 
ferring in tense whispers, they settled on a plan of action. 

“T?’s a long shot,” Tony muttered, ‘but it may work. 
We'll have to chance it.” He took out his jack-knife and 
switched open the blade to cut the prisoners’ bonds. 

“Okay—now!” 

Like sprinters taking off at a race, the two boys burst 
into the open! Dr Montrose and Chin Gok, who had 
not yet picked up the loot, were standing by the green 
pool. Biff and Tony let ont wild war whoops and 
charged! 

Before the startled men knew what was happening, 
Biff’s sudden assault pushed Chin Gok head-first into 
the pool! Tony’s hard jab toppled Dr Montrose after 
him. 

Burns and Butler let out roars of rage. Biff, who was 
Tangy and powerful, sent Burns sprawling and started 
to tackle the other. 

Meanwhile, Tony had begun to slash the ropes that 
‘held the Hardys and Chet. Frank surged into action the 
instant he was free. 

Just in time! His first punch made Butler’s knees 
buckle as he was about to land a finishing blow on Biff, 
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But the fight was far from over! Burns was up and now 
all four tangled in a fierce slugging match. Then Joe 
waded in and the tide of battle began to turn. 

“Quick!” Chet gasped as Tony sawed frantically at 
his ropes. He had just spotted Chin Gok crawling out 
of the pool. The enraged Chinese was dripping from 
head to foot with greenish slime. 

‘A knife flashed in his right hand just as the last 
strands of Chet’s rope parted. The chunky boy moved 
with unexpected rapidity. Head down, he rammed into 
the huge Chinese, butting him in the solar plexus. With 
a gurgle, Chin Gok collapsed in a heap, moaning, Chet 
took his knife away and threw it into the pool. 

By now Butler and Burns were reeling and giving 
ground swiftly, Minutes later they went down, begging 
for mercy. 

“Where’s Dr Montrose?” Frank asked suddenly, 
“Still in the pool?” 

“There he goes!” Joe cried, seeing a slimy green 
figure just disappearing from the cavern. “Tony! Biff! 
Chet! Take care of these prisoners!” he requested. 
“Come on, Frank! We'll get the Chameleon!” 

‘The Hardys’ chums began tying their captives with 
the ropes which had bound their friends a few minutes 
earlier. After gathering up the loot, they marched the 
men out of the cave and down the cliff. Dave Roberts 
could take charge of them until the Coast Guard sent 
over officers to look after the prisoners. 

Meanwhile, Frank and Joe had raced after the 
Chameleon. Upon reaching the fork in the tunnel, the 
young sleuths noticed that the path they had not 
explored had wet footprints in it. 
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“That phoney doctor went this way!” Joe exclaimed, 
and they sped through the zigzag opening. 

‘The tunnel was fairly short and rose sharply to the 
top of the cliff. The exit was so narrow, Frank and Joe 
had to squeeze through it. Once outside they looked for 
Dr Montrose. They spotted him jumping from rock to 
rock down the far side of the cliff. 

“I see a boat down there!” ‘Frank cried out. ‘He'll 
escape in it!” 

‘The Hardys descended the treacherous hillside as fast 
as they dared but felt that the chase was hopeless. But 
as Montrose reached the foot of the cliff, the brothers 
suddenly spied Clams Dagget on the shore, 

“Clams!” Frank shouted. ‘‘Grab that man! He’s a 
thief!” 

The beachcomber-pilot looked up. Recognizing the 
Hardys, he did not hesitate. Before the fleeing Cham- 
eleon knew what was happening, he had been tripped 
and thrown face down to the sand, By the time Frank 
and Joe reached him, Clams was seated astride the 
doctor’s shoulders, thwarting the man’s efforts to rise. 
When Montrose saw the Hardys, he ceased to struggle 
and the beachcomber let him get up. 

“Now spose you fellows tell me what this is all 
about,” Clams demanded. 

The boys gave him an account of everything they 
knew, including the prime clue of the cuff 
links. 

Clams frowned and said, “If we search this jerk, 
mebbe we can find out more.” 

Montrose objected, but Frank and Joe held him as 
the beachcomber began going through the man’s 
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pockets. As he looked over the contents of the acts 
wallet, Clams exclaimed: 

“Quite a bunch o’ dough. Hm. A hundred-dollar 
bill! By crickey, if there ain’t two of ’em!” 

‘Let me see them!” Joe cried out. As soon as they 
were removed from the wallet he said excitedly, 
“Frank, these bills belong to you and me! I remember 
the letters and numbers. Federal reserve notes from the 
eighth and the fifth districts. The first starts with H18 
and ends with F, That’s yours. And the other, starting 
Exo15 and ending with A, is my bill!” 

The Chameleon’s face went white. “You kids are 
smart,” he growled, ‘but dumb sometimes. I saw you 
put the money in the envelope and lay it on the mantel 
piece while I was casing your house preparatory to 
opening the safe, so I came in and took it.” 

“That was dumb of me,” Joe agreed. ‘Well, get 
marching. We're going to hand you over to the Coast 
Guard.” 

As the group of four neared the bathing beach, they 
could see a Coast Guard craft docking next to the Hai 
Hau. Officers jumped from the boat and hurried 
towards the boys and their prisoners. They got further 
confessions from the men, including the fact that Butler 
and Burns were the ones who had signalled to Montrose 
on shore to tell him and Chin Gok when it was safe for 
them to visit the island cave. 

“We tried to scare you guys away that night you 
came snoopin’ around in your boat,” Butler told the 
Hardys. “We hired two men to do it.” 

‘The brothers learned, too, that Burns had acted as 
Montrose’s “stockbroker” friend. 
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Clams had been quiet up to this point. Now he burst 
out, “If I'd known you two was such low-downs, I’d 
never ’a’ sold you one mouthful o’ clams all those times 
you come pesterin’ me for "em. And you never did tell 
me what that job was you wanted me to do. Guess it was 
somethin’ crooked and you found out I'm an honest 
guy!” 

With the Coast Guard in charge of the prisoners and 
the loot, the Hardys and their pals said goodbye to 
Clams and headed for the Hai Hau. Biff now revealed 
the news about the finding of the treasure map. 

“Wow-ee!” Joe cried out and hugged Tony exu- 
berantly. 

Frank followed, grinning from ear to ear. “Super!” 
he exclaimed. “‘Say, look who’s coming!” 

At this moment Ti-Ming, evidently waiting for the 
boys, walked forward to add his congratulations on the 
capture of the two slick thieves and their pals. He said 
he had come to the island in a private launch to tell the 
boys that Chief Collig and his men had caught the other 
Chinese who had escaped from jail with Chin Gok. 

Upon hearing of the finding of the scroll, he re- 
marked, “Very fine work! The whole gang in custody, 
and the mystery of the Chinese junk solved! I came 
prepared to search and help. Instead, all I can do is 
offer you a reward.” 

“Reward?” the boys chorused. 

Ti-Ming smiled. ‘‘The rightful owner of the Hai Hau 
instructed me to tell the finder of the clue to the fortune 
that he would receive a ten per cent interest in it.” 

“Guess you're elected, Tony,” said Frank. 

“Hope you make a million,” Joe added. 
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Tony Prito reddened, then said, “Anything that 
comes to Bayport from those mines of blue amber will 
be shared, and shared in equal amounts, among the six 
of us. We all bought the Hai Hau together, didn’t we?” 

‘'Ti-Ming beamed with pleasure. “And you solved the 
mystery together. Now I must leave, but first I apolo- 
gize for the telegram about the curse to keep you from 
selling the Hai Hau.” 

As they waved goodbye to George Ti-Ming, Frank 
and Joe wondered what new mystery would rise up to 
challenge them. 

Frank went aboard the Hai Hau and rang the junk’s 
melodic bell, calling the picnickers aboard. 

“t's a little early,” Frank confessed to his pals, “but 
I want to be at the airport when Mother and Dad 
arrive.” 

“Yes,” said Joe. “And what a home-coming they’re 
going to get!” 
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Highway Attack 


“Tetecram for Frank and Joe Hardy!” 

The messenger gave an envelope to the seventeen- 
year-old, blond-haired boy who answered the door at 
the Hardys’ home in Bayport. Joe signed for it and 
hurried into the living-room. 

“Who's it from?” asked Frank Hardy excitedly. The 
dark-haired boy, a year older than Joe, waited patiently 
while his brother slit the envelope and took out the 
telegram. 

“Tr’s from Tony!” Joe exclaimed. 

Tony Prito, a good friend of the Hardy boys, had 
gone to Alaska the week before to take a summer job 
as a river guard with the Fish and Wildlife Service. 
‘The two brothers eagerly read the telegram: 

BELIEVE I HAVE STUMBLED ON A WEIRD MYSTERY. 
MY LIFE MAY BE IN DANGER. TRY TO COME RIGHT 
AWAY AND BRING CHET MORTON. WHEN YOU 
ARRIVE JUNEAU ASK FOR TED SEWELL AT SEAPLANE 
DOCK. 


“Jumping catfish!” Joe exclaimed. “It sounds 


urgent!” 
“Tony must be in real trouble,” Frank agreed, 


frowning: “I sure hope Mum and Dad will let us go.” 
31 
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Fenton Hardy, the boys” father, had been a famous 
detective on the New York City police force, After 
retiring and moving to Bayport, the tall, athletic- 
looking sleuth had gained even more renown as a 
private investigator. Frank and Joe, who had inherited 
their father’s zeal for bringing criminals to justice, 
often helped him unravel his cases. 

The two boys hurried out to the garden at the back 
of the house, where Mr and Mrs Hardy were seated on 
deck chairs, enjoying the afternoon sunshine. Gertrude 
Hardy, the boys’ tall, thin maiden aunt, was serving 
glasses of iced tea. 

“Dad!” Joe cried excitedly. “May Frank and I go to 
Alaska?” 

“Just like that?” Fenton Hardy chuckled. “Sit down 
and tell us what this is all about.” 

“Humph!” put in Aunt Gertrude. “Sounds like 
another mystery to me. I can always tell the symp- 
toms! You'll freeze to death in Alaska, Mark my 
words!” 

“Oh, Auntie!” Joe exclaimed. “Alaska isn’t all ice 
and snow. A few days ago it was eighty degrees in 
Juneau.” 

“Seems incredible,” Mr Hardy agreed, “but it’s 
true. The Alaskan Panhandle has weather much like 
Washington or Oregon, with plenty of rain.” 

“Then you'll both get wet and die of pneumonia!” 
Aunt Gertrude went on, not to be deterred. 

The brothers suppressed a smile as the conversation 
about the state continued. Only the far north was 
frozen, Joe recalled from his geography lessons. He even 
remembered that Alaska was an Aleut Indian name 
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meaning “The Great Land,” and was also referred to 
as the “Crossroads of the World.” 

“And we can’t leave Tony stranded at the cross- 
roads,” Frank pleaded. He showed his father the 
telegram. 

Fenton Hardy scanned the message, reflected a 
moment, then passed it to his wife. “What do you think, 
Laura?” 

Mrs Hardy, a slim, pretty woman, read the tele- 
gram with a slight frown. “It sounds rather dan- 
gerous,”” 

“Of course it’s dangerous!” Aunt Gertrude had 
adjusted her spectacles so as to read the telegram 
over Mrs Hardy’s shoulder. “Alaska is full of man- 
killing bears and treacherous glaciers,” she warned. 
“And besides, I heard a rumour on the news last week 
that a United States rocket intended for one of the 
outer planets dropped in Alaska!” 

“But what's that got to do with our helping Tony?” 
Frank asked. 

“Tt could happen again!” Miss Hardy retorted in a 
peppery tone, 

“Boy, that would make our trip even more exciting!” 
‘Joe said, his eyes twinkling mischievously. 

Aunt Gertrude sighed deeply. “Won't you boys ever 
take my advice?” she fumed. 

After a moment’s thought, Mrs Hardy said, “I'll 
leave the decision to your father.” 

The tall, broad-shouldered detective smiled as Frank 
asked eagerly, “Could we take your plane, Dad?” 

Under the direction of Jack Wayne, Mr Hardy’s 
pilot, both Frank and Joe had become experts at 
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piloting the six-seater, single-engine craft which their 
father had recently purchased. 

“T’m afraid not, son,” Mr Hardy replied. “I need it 
myself, Jack is flying me to Miami to wind up an 
investigation.” Mr Hardy looked at his sons quizzically. 
“It'll cost quite a bit to fly to Alaska on the normal 
airlines.” 

“We've thought of that, Dad,” Frank responded. 
“Joe and I have saved several hundred dollars from 
odd jobs. We were putting it aside for an outboard 
motor.” 

“But Tony comes first!” Joe added stoutly. 

The detective was impressed by his sons’ loyalty to 
their friend, and said so. “All right, you have the go- 
ahead from me, boys. I'll chip in with a few more 
dollars if you need it!” 

“Great, Dad!’ Frank pumped his father’s hand, 
while Joe, seized with enthusiasm, waltzed his mother 
around until she protested that she was getting dizzy. 

Jubilant, the boys telephoned Chet Morton. Chet, a 
stocky, good-natured boy, was the Hardys’ friend and 
classmate at Bayport High. 

“T'll ask my folks if I can go along, too,” their chum 
replied after hearing the news. 

“Well, make it snappy!” Frank urged. “We'll have 
to get plane reservations right away.” 

Chet promised to let them know his parents’ decision 
as soon as possible and hung up. 

‘Twenty minutes later Chet’s noisy jalopy chugged 
up in front of the Hardys’ pleasant, tree-shaded home. 
The brothers ran out to view the ancient topless car, 
which gleamed with a fresh coat of red paint. 
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“How do you like it?” Chet said proudly as he 
climbed down from the front seat. 


“Goodness,” Joe groaned, “What museum did you 
buy that from?” 

“Museum!” Chet glared and wiped the perspiration 
from his chubby face. “Listen, this baby can really 
roll!” 

“Okay, but how about the trip to Alaska?” Frank 
asked. ‘Can you come?” 

Chet looked worried. “It’s okay with my folks, but— 
well, P’'m not sure I ought to go.” 

“Why not?” Joe demanded. “If Tony’s in trouble, 
you want to help him, don’t you?” 

“Sure, but that’s just it—the danger,” Chet replied 
nervously. “How do I know we won’t get plugged by 
gold thieves or someone? Last time I got involved in a 
mystery, I was almost kidnapped!” 

Chet referred to their recent adventure where he and 
the Hardy boys had pitted theit wits against a group of 
ruthless Chinese in an attempt to solve The Mystery of 
The Chinese Junk. 

“Stop worrying.” Frank chuckled. “Think of the 
salmon fishing in Alaska! Can’t you visualize a nice 
plump Chinook salmon sizzling on the fire?” 

“Mm, boy!” Chet immediately perked up. “Well, 
okay, We can’t let Tony down!” 

“That's the spirit,” said Joe, slapping the stout boy 
on the back. “Let’s phone for plane reservations!”” 

The three hurried inside and Joe and Chet stood by 
while Frank dialled the airport ticket office. “Line’s 
busy,” he announced impatiently. 

After trying for several minutes without success to 
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contact the airport, the Hardys decided to drive there. 

“We can take my new hotrod,” Chet offered. “It'll 
get us out there in a jiffy!” 

“Tn one piece?” Frank asked, winking at Joe. 

“Hop aboard!” Chet commanded. 

When the trio had squeezed in, he threw the car into 
gear and started off with a roar. 

Soon they were rolling along the highway towards 
the airport. When they reached the flight terminal, 
Frank asked the assistant at the ticket counter for three 
reservations to Juneau, Alaska. 

“How soon do you want to leave?” the assistant 
inquired. 

“Tomorrow morning, if possible.” 

‘The man shook his head. “Sorry, but we're booked 
solid for a week as far as Chicago. That’s where you'll 
make flight connections.” 

The boys looked at each other in dismay. “Are there 
many people travelling?” Frank asked. 

“Well, not exactly,” the man replied. “In the past 
few days, several passengers who made reservations 
didn’t show up for their flights. In fact, they haven’t 
even been back to ask for refunds on their tickets.” 

“If any other passengers don’t show up,” Joe 
queried, “can we take their places?” 

“Certainly, if you're standing by at flight time. But, 
you understand, I can’t guarantee anything.” 

After a hasty conference the boys accepted this 
arrangement. “If we can’t get places in the next 
twenty-four hours, let’s catch a train or bus,” Frank 
suggested. 

Joe and Chet both agreed to this. As they turned away 
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from the counter, Joe gave his brother a slight nudge. 

“What's up?” Frank asked quietly. 

“Take a look at that man next to the coffee machine. 
He’s been listening to everything we said.” 

‘The stranger, dark-haired and with piercing eyes, 
seemed to realize that the boys were talking about him, 
Hastily he walked away and strode out of the front door 
of the terminal. 

“Who was he?” asked Chet. 

“Search me,” Joe replied. “Maybe he was just nosey, 
but he might have had a reason for eavesdropping on 
us.” 

Hurrying out of the building, the boys looked 
around, but the man had disappeared. 

The trio climbed into the jalopy and headed back 
towards Bayport, with Chet clinging to the wheel like a 

“Okay, Speedy,” Joe teased him. “Put your foot 
down or we'll be arrested for holding up the traffic.” 

Glancing at his rear-view mirror, Chet remarked, 
“That truck at the back of us certainly is zooming 
along.” 

Frank and Joe turned their heads to see a large black 
vehicle approaching them, exceeding the speed limit. 

“Give that cowboy plenty of room to pass,” Frank 
said. 

“Right.” Chet drove closer to the side of the road, 
only inches from the edge of a ditch which separated 
the highway from a strip of wooded land. 

With the roar of the truck directly behind him, Chet 
gave the signal to pass. Suddenly he looked to his left 
and exclaimed, “Hey, stop crowding me!”” 
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“Look out there!” Joe cried. The truck’s cab was so 
high that he could not see the driver. 

The next instant the side of the passing truck brushed 
Chet’s jalopy. With a sickening scraping sound and the 
shriek of rubber against the pavement, the boys’ car 
tumbled into the ditch, coming to rest on its side. 

Seconds later, stunned from the accident, the 
Hardys crawled clear of the car. The truck was out of 
sight. 

“Q-oh, my head!” Joe groaned as he struggled to 
collect his wits. Chet lay grotesquely over the wheel, 
his eyes closed. 

The brothers eased their friend gently from the 
jalopy. While they were trying to revive him, several 
passing motorists stopped to offer assistance. 

“Tl call the police,” a woman promised. “There 
should be a phone at the next petrol station.” 

In a matter of minutes, a police car arrived at the 
scene and two officers got out. Chet was just regaining 
consciousness. 

“Need an ambulance?” one of the policemen asked. 

“N-no, I’m okay,” Chet said woozily. “But I do 
feel sore all over!”” 

Frank and Joe reported the accident to the officers. 
“That guy must have a grudge against us. He delib- 
erately forced us into the ditch!” Joe said hotly. 

“Could be,” the officers commented. “Did you get 
the licence number?” 

“No, sir. It all happened too fast,” Frank replied 
glumly, but he gave a complete description of the 
vehicle. 


“Our men will be on the lookout for it,” the older 
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officer said, and added, “We'll help to pull your buggy 
back on the road.” After they had done this, a salvage 
truck towed Chet’s car toa garage. 

The policemen, meanwhile, insisted on driving the 
boys to Bayport Hospital. A doctor examined them, 
and after bandaging a cut on Chet’s head, suggested 
that the stout youth rest in bed until fully recovered. 
Miraculously, the Hardy boys were unharmed, except 
for some minor bruises. 

Chet was driven to the Morton farm. Then Frank 
and Joe accompanied the officers to Bayport Police 
Headquarters. After hearing their story, Chief Collig, 
an old friend of the Hardys, asked: 

“Any idea who might be responsible?” 

Frank shook his head. “Not unless someone is trying 
to keep us from going to Alaska.” He explained about 
Tony Prito’s telegram and the eavesdropper at the 


airport. 

“Well,” said Chief Collig, “our panda cars and the 
state police will keep looking for that truck.” 

When they arrived home, the Hardys told their 
father privately of what had happened. Mr Hardy 
looked grave. “I’m afraid this proves that you're up 
against a nasty enemy,” he commented. “Better not 
mention the attack to your mother or Aunt Gertrude.” 

Frank and Joe went to bed that night sobered by the 
throught that they were tackling a dangerous case. And 
what about Tony? Was he still safe—or had he, too, 
met with some kind of “accident”? 

The next morning, however, the brothers were 
heartened by an early telephone call from Chet 
Morton, who said that he had completely recovered 


X% 
320 THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL’s PAW 
from his head injury. After eating breakfast and packing 
their clothes, Frank and Joe said goodbye to their 
family and drove to the airport in their yellow con- 
vertible. 

“If we get on the plane,” Frank said, “we'll just 
leave the car in the car park until we get back.” 

While taking their luggage out of the boot, they saw 
Chet pull into the parking area. Apparently his jalopy, 
though scratched and dented, was still roadworthy. 
Beside him sat two pretty girls. 

“Hey! Iola and Callie!” Joe shouted. 

“We came to see you off,” said Chet’s dark-haired 
sister, Iola Morton. 

“J was hoping you might,” Joe admitted with a 


grin, 

“Ditto!” Frank said, smiling at his own favourite 
date, Callie Shaw. 

“Don’t get lost in that Alaskan wilderness,” warned 
Callie, an attractive blonde with sparkling brown eyes, 

“We'll try not to. Sure you’re feeling okay, Chet?” 

“Fit as a fiddle!” 

The boys gave their names at the ticket counter, then 
said goodbye to the girls who left in Chet’s car to keep 
a tennis date. 

At ten o’clock the boys lined up at the outside gate 
as the Chicago-bound plane landed and taxied up to 
the airport building. 

“Hey, look!” Joe whispered to his companions. 
“There’s that man again!” 

The stranger who had eavesdropped the day before 
was pacing nervously up and down, apparently unaware 
of the Hardys. As he strode past, Frank pointed to his 
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footprint in the dirt. The heelmark showed a circle 
with a star in it. 

Moments later, the loading ramp was wheeled up to 
the big airliner and the passengers streamed aboard. A 
voice over the public-address system began paging the 
Hardys, so the boys hurried back to check at the ticket 
counter. 

“Two empty seats,” the airline assistant told them, 

‘The Hardys and Chet stared at one another in a 
quandary. If they accepted the seats, one of the trio 
would have to be left behind. 

‘As they pondered, the suspicious stranger rushed 
angrily to the counter. “Now wait a minute!” hi 
challenged. “Those seats were paid for by friends of 
mine. You have no right to assign them to someone 
else!”” 

“Oh, yes, we do,” the assistant retorted. “If your 
friends aren’t on hand for the flight, they can ask for 
refunds later.” Turning back to the boys, he added, 
“How about it?” 

“B-b-but there’s three of us!”” Chet stuttered, 

“You'll have to make up your minds, boys,” the 
assistant said. “I can’t wait any longer.” 


+2. 
Decoy 


Frank solved the dilemma with a quick decision. 
“Suppose I stay here and catch the next available 
plane. Joe, you and Chet go on and wait for me at 


Chet volunteered to remain but was overruled. 

“Okay, Frank. Good luck,” Joe said. 

As the stranger stood by, glowering, Chet and Joe 
purchased their tickets and rushed out to the gate, At 
the loading ramp a stewardess was helping a woman 
out of the plane. 

‘The passenger was trembling and overwrought. “I 
can’t do it!”’ she sobbed. “I won’t go! Imagine treating 
three nice boys that way!” 

“Good grief!” Joe whispered. “Does she mean us?” 

Before Chet could comment, the dark-haired man 
rushed up. 

“Not him again!” Joe muttered. The boys looked on, 
amazed, as the man grabbed the woman’s arm and 
snapped to the stewardess, “Have her bags taken off the 
plane!” Then he marched the sobbing woman back to 
the airport building. 

“That'll mean another empty space!” Chet ex- 
claimed. “We'd better tell Frank!” 

But Frank, who had been standing at the gate, had 
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sized up the situation and dashed back to the airline 
counter. A moment later, grinning and clutching his 
ticket, he sprinted to the plane. 

“J made it!” he exclaimed. 

The boys went up the ramp, stepped inside the plane, 
and took their seats. Luckily, the three were able to sit 
together. There was a brief wait while the boys’ suitcases 
were loaded aboard. Then, after taxiing into position, 
the aeroplane roared down the runway and took off. 

“Frank, what about that woman?” Joe asked as he 
unfastened his seat belt a few minutes later. “Think she 
‘was referring to us?” 

“She must have been,” Frank replied. ““We’re the 
only boys on board.” 

“But what did she mean by that remark about 
‘treating three nice boys that way’?”” 

Frank shrugged, frowning. “The whole thing seems 
fishy to me. I have a hunch, Joe, that we'd better be 
extra-cautious for the rest of this flight.” 

To the Hardys’ relief, however, the first leg of the 
trip proved to be uneventful. The plane landed at 
Chicago, where the boys had a twenty-five-minute 
wait, Then, after boarding the Seattle flight, they 
winged across the prairie states and the Rocky Moun- 
tains. 

It was brisk and cool when they landed at Seattle- 
Tacoma airport. Frank, Joe and Chet strolled into the 
airport waiting room. 

Glancing at the wall clock, Frank remarked, “An 
hour to go before we board the plane for Juneau.” 

‘ “Man alive, we sure made good time!” Chet gasped. 
“Te’s only one forty-seven.” 
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“Don’t forget that we gained three hours flying 
west,” Joe reminded him with a chuckle. 

“Look, fellows,” Frank put in, “I think I should call 
Dad and tell him what happened back at Bayport just 
before we took off, He might be able to check on that 
man and woman.” 

Arow of telephone booths lined one wall of the waiting 
room. Frank stepped into one and put through a long- 
distance call to the Hardy residence. Much to Frank’s 
amazement, Fenton Hardy knew all about the Bayport 
episode. 

“I drove out to the airport to see if you boys had 
taken off yet,” Mr Hardy explained. “I reached the 
outside gate just as you were embarking. The guard, 
Dick Harper, is a friend of mine. He told me about that 
woman making a fuss and getting off the plane. The 
man who grabbed her looked familiar, so I played a 
hunch and followed them.” 

“Did you find out who he was?” Frank asked eagerly. 

“Yes—a wanted spy named Romo Stransky,” the 
detective replied. “I had him arrested and interrogated 
the woman.” 

The latter, Mr Hardy related, turned out to be the 
owner of a boarding-houge where Stransky had been 
staying. She was frightened and said that Stransky had 
bought her a flight ticket to Chicago and paid her an 
extra hundred dollars to make the trip. 

“Why didn’t she go through with it?” asked Frank. 

“She heard him telling someone over an airport 
phone that he had reserved all the unsold seats in order 
to keep three boys from going to Chicago. Later on, 
after boarding the plane, she got very worried and went 
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all to pieces. Thought there might be something crooked 
involved and didn’t want to get mixed up in it.” 

Frank chuckled. “Looks as though Stransky out- 
smarted himself that time.” 

“He certainly did,” Mr Hardy agreed. “Incidentally, 
I found out that he posed as a travel agent in order:to 
buy up all those blocks of seats to Chicago.” 

“Dad, he must have planned on having two of his 
friends aboard that plane this morning,” Frank pointed 
out. “That’s probably why Joe and I were able to get 
seats.” 

“No doubt you're right, son. The question now is 
what is behind all this. Stransky won’t talk, but you 
boys may be in real danger. Be careful!”” 

“We'll watch our step, Dad,” Frank promised. “And 
give our love to Mother and Aunt Gertrude.” 

After hanging up, Frank stepped out of the booth. 
Joe was waiting outside. They saw Chet running 
towards them with a wild-eyed look. 

“Hey, fellows, guess what! The guy we saw in 
Bayport this morning! He’s here at this airport!”” 

“That’s impossible, Chet,” Frank declared. “Dad 
had him arrested!” Hastily Frank reported his tele- 
phone conversation with Mr Hardy. 

“Then Stransky must have a double,” Chet insisted, 
“because the man I saw was a dead-ringer for him!” 

“Where did you spot him?” Frank asked. 

“Over there by the magazine stand.” As Chet turned 
to point, his eyes widened in surprise. “He’s gone!” 

“Come on! Maybe we can still find him!” Joe urged. 

The three boys made a fast tour of the building. 
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They also checked the car park and the outside gates 
that led to the flight apron. But Stransky’s double was 
nowhere in sight. 

“What a way to start this trip!” Chet wailed. “Here 
I was just going along for some nice salmon fishing. 
Now you've got me all mixed up with a bunch of spies 
and even seeing double!” 

“Cheer up,” Joe said. “You leave the spies to us, and 
‘we'll still get in some fishing!” 

Within an hour, a voice boomed out over the loud- 
speaker, “Flight for Juneau, Alaska, now loading at 
Gate Ten!” 

The three boys trooped aboard the huge plane with 
the other passengers and fastened their seat belts. Min- 
utes later, they were soaring high above the Pacific coast. 

After winging high over Vancouver Island, the plane 
flew steadily northwards up the rugged Canadian coast. 
Majestic green-clad mountains towered up to snowy 
peaks, and the blue waters offshore were dotted with 
rocky islands. 

“Boy, what a country!” Frank said enthusiastically. 

Even Chet was now relaxed. “I’m really glad that 
Tony sent for us,” he said, 

Favourable tail winds aided their fight, and in a few 
hours the boys sighted Juneau. The city lay nestled at 
the foot of a steep mountain. A bridge connected it with 
Douglas Island across narrow Gastineau Channel. 

“Where do we land?” Chet wondered aloud, 

His question was answered a few minutes later as 
the plane came down on an airfield several miles to the 
north, 

From here, they were whisked by car back to Juneau 
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along the beautiful Glacier Highway. Frank and Joe 
watched, but noticed no one trailing them. Soon the 
forested slopes of the mountain gave way to the 
outskirts of town. 

“Wow, it’s a real city,” Chet remarked, eyeing the 
modern buildings. 

“What did you expect—log cabins?” Joe chuckled. 
“This is the capital of Alaska.” 

‘The airport car stopped and unloaded in front of a 
white building. 

“Baranof Hotel,” the driver explained proudly. 

Chet whistled in amazement as they entered the 
attractive entrance hall of the modern hotel. 

“Boy, I sure never expected anything like this in 
Alaska!” 

As soon as the bellboy had taken them to their 
rooms, Chet sank down on his comfortable bed. “Think 
T'll catch forty winks,” he yawned. “That meal on the 
plane made mesleepy.” 

‘The Hardys grinned. “Okay,” Joe said. “Frank and 
I will look up Ted Sewell.” 

Chet’s heavy breathing indicated that he had drifted 
off to sleep even before the Hardys had unpacked their 
luggage. 

“Well, Chet’s in good country for sawing logs,” 
Frank quipped quietly as the brothers slipped on 
sweaters and left the room. 

At the desk in the entrance hall Joe asked directions 
to the seaplane dock. It was a five-minute walk, When 
the boys arrived there they were surprised to see a huge 
floating dock whjch lay low in the water. Two seaplanes 
lay alongside it at the foot of a steep wooden ramp. 
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Behind the floating dock was a large stationary one, set 
on tall wooden pillars. 

“Wow!” Joe remarked. “The tide here must rise to 
about twenty feet. It’s at ebb now.” 

“Right. And at flood tide these docks must come 
about level.” 

‘Walking briskly, the brothers descended the ramp and 
talked to a mechanic who was servicing a seaplane. 

“Ts a fellow named Ted Sewell here?” Frank asked. 
He was told that Ted had been there the day before, 
but so far that day had not shown up. 

“We'll come back later,” Frank told the mechanic. 

The brothers walked along the waterfront, where 
rows of fishing boats thrust up a forest of masts. 

“{ guess people in Alaska either sail or fly,” Joe said. 

“With so few good roads to speak of, they have to,” 
Frank pointed out. “You.can’t very well drive a car 
into the bush.” 

The boys made several more inquiries about Ted 
Sewell, but he had not been seen that day. They also 
asked a dock guard about hiring a motorboat to take 
them to Tony’s camp on the Kooniak River. 

“Sure, you can rent one easily,” the watchman told 
them. “But you’ll have to wait till morning and talk to 
the owners.” 

After walking up a steep hill the Hardys found 
themselves in front of the Alaska Historical Museum, 
which was open that evening. They went inside and 
studied the exhibits. Besides mounted birds and 
animals, there were Indian and Eskimo jewellery and 
wood carvings, bright-coloured blankets, and baskets 
woven of fine rye grass, 
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“Look at this!” Joe said, pointing to a paper en- 
closed under glass. It was a photostat of the United 
States Treasury cheque to Russia for $7,200,000 for the 
purchase of Alaska. 

“And think of all the gold that has been mined here 
since then,” Frank remarked. “Some bargain!” 

They left the museum and wandered about the city 
for a while, then returned to the dock. 

“Eight o'clock and the sun is still high,” said Joe. 

“We're almost in the land of the midnight sun,” 
Frank said. “The receptionist told me the sun won’t set 
until eleven p.m.” 

The air was quite cool and held a faint aroma of 
freshly-caught fish mingled with the tang of mountain 
pines, As they stood on the dock, a motorboat came 
put-putting towards them. Its lone occupant was a 
grizzled old man. His face was heavily whiskered and 
he wore a sea captain’s cap. 

“You fellers lookin’ for a boat to hire?” he shouted 
up to them, 

Frank nodded. “That’s right. How did you know?” 

“Watchman told me,” the old man explained, “I’ll 
hire this ’un out cheap. Come on down an’ look it over. 
T'll even take you out for a spin.” 

The Hardys agreed eagerly and climbed down the 
nearest ladder to a pile of rocks near the water line. 
As they were about to board the boat, two shadowy 
figures loomed out from under the dock, grabbed the 
boys, and pinioned their arms in a vicelike grip. 

“A trap!” Joe shouted. “Help !”" 

Hiss outcry was silenced by a blow on the head. Both 
boys were knocked unconscious. 
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Frank was the first to revive. His feet were numb with 
cold, and he was biting on a thick wad of cloth. When 
he tried to move, his muscles ached painfully. 

As his mind cleared, Frank realized he was bound 
and gagged. Then he remembered the grizzled old 
boatman and the sudden assault. His attackers had tied 
him to one of the wharf pillars. 

A few feet away Joe was gagged and tied to another 
dock timber. He moaned as consciousness returned. 

Suddenly Frank realized their feet were dangling in 
the icy water, Already the waves were lapping above 
their ankles. The tide was rising, and the slimy dock 
pillars showed the high-water mark was more than a 
foot above their heads! 

Frantically the two boys scanned the harbour. The 
only movement in sight was the sail of a fishing boat far 
out beyond the breakwater. Who would notice their 
plight in the semidarkness under the dock? 

Some time later, back at the hotel, Chet awoke from 
his nap. With a mighty yawn, the stout boy heaved 
himself out of bed. 

“Getting dark outside,” he noticed, switching on the 
bedside lamp and glancing at his wrist watch. “Wow! 
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Five past eleven! Wonder if Frank and Joe are back 
yet?” 

Chet opened the connecting door and peered into 
the Hardys’ room. Their beds were empty. 

Alarmed, Chet hurried down to the entrance hall and 
inquired at the desk. After checking the key rack, the 
receptionist assured him that the Hardys had not 
returned. 

“Now what do I do?” Chet wondered desperately. 
After a moment’s thought he decided that the most 
likely place to pick up their trail seemed to be the 
waterfront. Perhaps they had met Ted Sewell 
there. 

Striding along quickly, Chet made his way to the 
docks and paced along the seaplane base and rows of 
fishing boats. 

“Frank! Joe!” he called. There was no answer. 

‘Then Chet noticed a watchman lounging against a 
shed, smoking his pipe. 

“Have you seen two young fellows near here?” 
Chet asked, 

The watchman frowned and scratched his jaw. “Oh 
sure! I remember now. There was two lads here a 
couple o’ hours ago. Asked me about hirin’ a boat.” 

“Any idea where they went?” 

The watchman gestured with his pipe. “They 
strolled out there on the dock, That's the last I seen of 
’em,” 

Chet walked out on the dock to scan the harbour. 
Perhaps, he thought hopefully, his companions had 
hired a boat and gone out for a spin. But there was no 
craft in sight on the darkening waters, 
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As Chet stood wondering what to do next, he heard a 
muffled noise. Bump! ... Bump! 

The sound seemed to come from under the dock. 
Getting down on his hands and knees, Chet peered over 
the side of the dock, but he could make out nothing in 
the heavy gloom. 

“Frank! ... Joe!” he called again. 

In response came a series of frantic whimpering 
noises. The eerie sounds sent a chill down Chet’s spine! 
He jumped to his feet and ran back to the watchman’s 
shed. “Someone's trapped under the dock!” he cried 
out. 

“You must be imaginin’ things, sonny.”” 

“Oh, no, I’m not!” Chet insisted. After a brief 
argument, he talked the watchman into launching a 
small dory. Still grumbling, the man rowed out along 
the ‘pier while Chet aimed a flashlight among the 
wooden pillars. 

Presently Chet gasped, “Frank! Joe! There they are!” 
By now, the water was up to the boys’ chests. 

The watchman’s eyes popped. “Great jumpin’ 
Jehoshaphat!” he cried. 

After jockeying the boat into position, the watchman 
whipped out his jack-knife and went to work on the 
ropes, Chet helped him. Finally they freed the two 
youths and hauled them aboard. 

Both Frank and Joe were numb with cold. Their 
teeth were chattering so hard that at first neither could 
speak. 

The watchman rowed ashore quickly and hustled 
the brothers into his shed, where Chet wrapped them 
in blankets. The watchman heated some milk on his 


THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL’s PAW 333 


potbellied stove. As Frank and Joe gulped the nourish- 
ing liquid, their strength slowly returned, 

“What happened?” Chet asked, when they were 
able to talk. 

Frank told how the whiskered old boatman had 
lured them into an ambush. “I didn’t get much of a 
look at the men who grabbed us, but I’d say they were 
slender and about medium height.” 

“Right,” Joe added. “That's all I could make out, 
too, Their faces were masked.” 

“That old feller was lyin’,” the watchman declared. 
“No one asked me if you two lads were lookin’ fer a 
boat to rent.” 

“He may have trailed us and overheard our con- 
versation,” Frank said. “Or maybe it was just a shrewd 
guess” 

Ifthe man had been guessing about their need for a 
boat, Joe reflected, this might mean he knew the Hardys 
were going to the Kooniak River. 

“Want me to call the police?” the watchman asked 
sympathetically. 

The young sleuths exchanged glances, then shook 
their heads. “We'll let it go till morning,” Frank replied. 
“The police probably couldn’t do much tonight, any- 
way, and we both need a good rest.”” 

Early the next morning the boys ate breakfast at the 
hotel, then went to Juneau Police Headquarters. The 
sergeant who took their report was a former Seattle 
policeman, who knew Fenton Hardy by reputation, 

“ll send a man down to the docks with you,” he 
said. “Maybe he can help you spot that boatman.” 

A short, heavy-set detective, named Phil Grant, 
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made a tour of the boat dock and seaplane base with 
the three boys. Grant, who was well acquainted on 
the waterfront, asked numerous people if they knew 
anyone who fitted the Hardys’ description of the boat- 
man, Noone recalled such a person. 

“Looks as if we're up against a°blank wall,” the 
detective remarked as they halted on the wharf. 

“['m beginning to think those whiskers and the cap 
were just a disguise,” Frank commented. 

“Same here,” Joe agreed. “In fact we can’t even be 
sure he was an old man, He might have been wearing a 
grey wig.” 

Detective Grant shook his head doubtfully. “If so, 
we haven’t much to go on, but we'll keep working on 
the case. I’ll let you know if we turn up any clues.” 

“Thanks. We'll do the same,” Frank told him. 

Chet looked around nervously after the detective 
walked away. “Do you suppose those crooks are still 
trailing us?” he asked. 

“Don’t get jumpy.” Joe chuckled. “I doubt if they’d 
try anything in broad daylight. Seriously, Frank, what 
do you think their game is?” 

His brother shrugged. “Too early to answer that 
question yet. We'll know more after we've talked to 
Tony. But I'd say those guys who attacked us are part 
ofa well-organized gang trying to scare us off this case.” 

Chet shuddered. “W-w-well, they’re doing a good 
job so far as I’m concerned.” 

“For a guy who's scared you're doing a great 
detective job, Chet,” Frank remarked. 

“You saved our lives,” Joe reminded the stocky 
youth. 
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The gratitude and praise gave Chet courage. “Okay, 
fellows,” he said. “Let's find Ted Sewell this 
time.” . 
Again the three boys strolled on to the dock, 
inhaling gusts of the briny northern air. The harbour 
was bustling with activity as the fishing boats put out 
for the day’s work, Shouts echoed across the water as 
the skippers barked orders to their crews. 

Joe pointed to a motorboat slicing straight towards 
them. At the wheel was a husky blond youth about 
sixteen years old. “I wonder if that’s the fellow we're 
looking for?” 

Frank called to him as he drew alongside the dock. 
“Are you Ted Sewell?” 

“That's right,” the boy replied. “You fellows must 
be Frank and Joe Hardy and Chet Morton. Tony sent 
me to get you.” 

‘The three boys watched as the blond youth made his 
boat fast and scrambled up the ladder, They liked his 
friendly, open face. 

“Sorry I didn’t meet you yesterday,” Ted apologized. 
“Engine trouble.” As he spoke, the young skipper 
pulled a note from his pocket and handed it to Frank. 
Tt was in Tony Prito’s handwriting and read: 


Dear Frank and Joe: 

This will introduce my friend, Ted Sewell. He's a great 
‘guy and you can trust him completely. Please come out to 
my camp on the Kooniak River as soon as you can, Be 


seeing you soon, I hope. 
Regards, 
Tony 
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“Okay,” said Frank, folding up the letter. “How 
soon can we leave?” 

“Soon as you fellows are ready,” Ted replied. 

“We'll need some camping gear,” Joe pointed out. 

“Maybe Ted can come along and show us a place to 
buy our outfits.” 

“Sure. Be glad to.” 

“How about grub?” Chet put in anxiously. “Will 
Tony have enough for all of us?” 

Noting Chet’s rotund physique, Ted grinned. “Don’t 
worry! You'll eat well!” 

‘An hour later, after loading their new pup tent and 
sleeping bags into the boat, the boys shoved off from 
Juneau. Ted steered down the Gastineau Channel 
between mountainous Douglas Island and the main- 
Jand, then southeastwards along the coast. A tangy 
scent of spruce and cedar drifted down from the steep 
slopes. 

“Nice boat you've got here,” Frank remarked, 
Although it had obviously seen hard use, the craft 
looked powerful and seaworthy. 

“It’s part of Tony’s outfit,” the boy explained. “I’ve 
just been using it these past few mornings to come to 
Juneau. Most of the time I scoot round in a little 
outboard.” 

“Doing what?” Joe asked. 

“Beachcombing.” The youth grinned. “I cruise 
round the beaches looking for old propellers, boat 
fittings, or scrap metal. Doesn’t sound like much, but I 
earn quite a bit selling the stuff.” 

“Sounds like a great outdoor life,” Frank said. 
“How's Tony getting along?” 
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The boy’s face clouded. “He likes his work fine, but 
he’s pretty worried, He’s been having trouble on his 
job and—well, you’d better wait and get the whole 
story from Tony. I hear he sent for you fellows because 
you're good at solving mysteries.” 

“We've worked on quite a few cases,” Frank ad- 
mitted. 

“Then I wish you'd solve a mystery for me,” Ted said 
wistfully. “My father has disappeared.” 


-4- 
Cheechako Trouble 


ImmmpaTety it occurred to Frank that Mr Sewell’s 
disappearance might have some connection with Tony’s 
trouble. He decided not to mention it, however, until 
he learned more about the mystery. 

“Tell us what happened, Ted,” Frank said sym- 
pathetically. 

“Dad was working for the Fish and Wildlife Service, 
same as Tony,” the boy explained. “About two weeks 
ago he left Juneau on a survey trip into the wilderness 
to check on upstream feeding conditions for the 
salmon. He was due back in five or six days but never 
returned,” 

“Was a search made?” Chet asked, 

“Sure. The Service sent out a helicopter, also a 
ground party with an Indian guide, but they couldn’t 
find the slightest trace of him.” 

Ted bit his lip and tried to keep his voice from 
breaking, “They’re afraid Dad may have been mauled 
by a bear or—or met with some other accident.” 

“We're sorry, Ted,” Joe murmured gravely, 

“Maybe,” Frank added, “we can turn up a clue to 
your dad while we're helping Tony.” 

“Thanks, fellows.”” 
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The companions cruised along in silence for a while, 
past thick, mysterious forests of evergreen. The offshore 
waters were dotted with islands and the rugged coast 
line. was notched by inlets and streams pouring out of 
the wilderness. 

“These must be pretty tricky waters for a ship to 
navigate,” Joe remarked. 

Ted Sewell nodded. “There’ve been a lot of wrecks 
along the Inside Passage to Alaska. I’ll show you one 
of them.” 

As they passed Admiralty Island, Ted pointed out a 
rotting, salt-bleached hulk sticking out of the water, 
“That was a schooner named the Islander,” he told the 
boys. “It was wrecked years ago while carrying 
Klondike gold miners back to the States.” 

“What happened to the passengers?” Frank asked. 

“They jumped overboard. Most of them were so 
weighted down with their bags of gold that they sank 
right to the bottom.” 

Chet shuddered. “Boy, I hope their ghosts don’t 
haunt this neck of the woods!” 

Friendly banter continued until almost midday, when 
they reached the mouth of the Kooniak River. Flanked 
by dense forest on both banks, its ice-cold waters flowed 
as clear as crystal. 

“The Kooniak runs from the northeast,” Ted told 
his companions. “The headwaters are somewhere up in 
Canada,” He turned the boat into the river and steered 
towards a small island about a quarter of a mile up- 
stream. Ahead, the boys could see a plume of smoke 
rising from a campfire near a sturdy tent. 

As they drew closer, a dark-haired lad rushed out and 
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ran to the shore. He wore a T-shirt, jeans, and leather 
jacket. 

“There’s Tony!” Joe shouted. 

“Hi, fellows!” Tony called, waving his arms. 

“I’m glad that he’s all right,” Frank said quietly as 
the trio waved back. 

Ted brought the boat up to a small wooden dock 
which extended a few yards out into the water. One by 
‘one, the boys clambered out to shake hands happily 
with Tony. 

“Welcome to Alaska!” Tony said, chuckling. “The 
forty-ninth state! Twice as big as Texas and—” 

“Ten times as dangerous!” Chet cut in. 

“Tt won't be for long,” Tony went on. “Not with you 
fellows here to figure things out!” 

“What's been going on?” Frank asked. 

“Tell you about it later. Let’s eat first. I figured Ted 
would be back about this time, so lunch is on the fire.” 

“Mm, that’s for me!” Chet crooned, sniffing the 
appetizing aroma of pork and beans. 

Ted offered to set the rustic pine table while Tony 
showed his friends round the camp. 

“Not that there’s much to show,” Tony added. “You 
can walk round this whole island in half an hour.” 

The young stream guard led the way towards the 
upper end of the island. Aside from a few clumps of 
trees and underbrush, it was barren of cover, permitting 
a good view in all directions. 

“That's one reason I’m stationed here, rather than 
on shore,” Tony explained. “This location enables me 


to keep a better lookout for poachers who might try 
entering the river.” 
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“What's the other reason?” Joe asked. 

“Bears. There are quite a few of them over on the 
mainland, but they never bother me here.” 

“Then I’m staying put on this island!” Chet declared 
firmly. 

“Funny name, the Kooniak River,” Frank mused, 
“What does it mean?” 

“Search me,” Tony replied. “It’s an Indian name, I 
guess, but I haven’t learned their lingo yet—except 
cheechako.”” 

“What's that?” Joe inquired. 

“What you fellows are.” Tony chuckled. “New- 
comers, or tenderfeet. That’s what the old-timers used 
to call all the greenhorns who came up here during the 
gold rush.” 

By this time, they had reached a point facing directly 
upstream. Here the river formed a sparkling six-foot 
waterfall. The swift-flowing stream filled the air with 
spray as it plunged over the rocks. 

“The salmon jump those falls on their way upstream 
to spawn,” Tony said with a gesture. “I’ll show you 
tonight.” 

“Why wait?” Joe put in eagerly. “Can't we see em 
now?” 

Tony shook his head. “When humans are around, 
the salmon travel upstream after dark.” 

Returning to camp, the boys found the meal ready. 
Ted ladled out platefuls of beans, and everyone ate 
with a keen appetite. After a dessert of tinned fruit and 
cake, the boys leaned back with sighs of satisfaction. 

“Now, Tony,” Joe said, “give us the story of the 
goings-on here.”” 
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“Okay. The trouble started right after I arrived,” 
Tony began. “A fishing boat put in at the mouth of the 
river, and the crew tried to bribe me to leave my post.” 

“Then what?” Chet asked, wide-eyed. 

“T told ’em to scram,” Tony said disgustedly. “If P'd 
left this spot unguarded, those crooks would have seined 
all the fish out of the river. And it’s my job to see that 
they don’t! This is protected water.” 

“Did you report the incident?” Frank inquired. 

“Sure,” Tony nodded. “I sent word to the authorities 
in Juneau and a couple of special agents came here. 
They staked out undercover and kept watch for three 
days, but nothing happened. Then, the very night after 
they left, someone took some pot shots at me while I 
was sleeping. You can see the bullet holes in my tent.” 
He pointed to rents in the khaki covering. 

“Wav!” Chet exclaimed. “Vou mint be up against 
a dangerous bunch!” 

“You’re telling me!” said Tony. “Seems to me that 
ordinary fish poachers wouldn’t risk a murder. The 
way I figured, something big must be going on and 
someone’s awfully anxious to get me away from here. 
‘That's when I decided to send for you fellows.” 

Frank and Joe mulled over this information while 
Ted prepared to leave in his own small outboard 
motorboat. The others accompanied him down to the 
dock and unloaded the pup tent and sleeping bags from 
Tony’s boat. 

Ted shook hands with everyone before leaving. “Nice 
meeting you fellows,” he said carnestly. “If you get a 
chance, I hope you can solve the mystery of my father’s 
disappearance,” 


THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL'S PAW 343 


“We'll certainly do our best,” Frank promised. 

Later, after the pup tent had been erected and the 
sleeping bags stowed, the Hardys told Tony about their 
own adventures since receiving his telegram. 

“I think you're right, Tony,” Joe concluded. 
“There’s a gang behind all this, and they’re after 
something bigger than salmon. If that spy Stransky is 
mixed up in it, they may be a foreign group.” 

Frank’s eyes narrowed and he snapped his fingers. 
“You know, Aunt Gertrude may have given us a 
valuable clue!” 

“What do you mean?” Joe asked. 

“That rocket she told us about. If it dropped in this 
area, foreign agents may be trying to find it before any 
Americans do.” = 

“That makes sense,” Joe agreed. “Maybe we've got 
a rocket search on our hands after all.” 

The afternoon passed quickly while the boys busied 
themselves with camp chores. At seven o'clock they ate 
supper, then talked over their plans until nightfall. 
When it was dark, Tony said, “Come on. I’ll show you 
areal salmon run!” 

The boys crossed to the west bank by boat, then 
made their way along the shore to the falls. The moon 
had gone behind a cloud, so Tony aimed his flashlight 
towards the cascading waters. The others gasped at the 

tacle. 

“Oh, man! What I'd give to cast a line in there!” 
Chet exclaimed. 

The river was alive with salmon! Glinting pink and 
silver in the beam of light, the fish were leaping and 
wriggling their way up the six-foot falls, 
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“Talk about a subway rush!” Joe chuckled. “What 
makes them so anxious to get upriver?” 

“Sort of a homing instinct,” Tony replied. “When 
they're two to six years old, depending on the species, 
they head back to fresh water where they were born. 
‘Then they lay their eggs and die.” 

To keep from frightening the salmon, Tony used his 
light only in brief flashes. One of the flashes revealed a 
set of stone steps in the waterfall. 

“It’s called a ladder,” Tony explained. “The Fish 
and Wildlife Service installs them in many streams to 
help the salmon make their leaps.” 

By the time they returned to camp, the newcomers 
were yawning and ready to crawl into their sleeping 
bags. The next morning, after a refreshing sleep, they 
ate a hearty breakfast of bacon, eggs, and fried potatoes. 
Then Frank suggested that they made a tour of the 
island to check for clues. 

“Good idea,” Tony agreed. 

As they strode along, the Hardys kept constantly on 
the alert for any signs of a sneak visit by their enemies, 
Suddenly Joe let out a cry. 

“Look!” he exclaimed, pointing to the ground ahead. 

A fresh trail of footprints led from the underbrush 
down to the water and back! They had obviously been 
made by two persons. Frank studied the prints with 
keen interest and called his brother’s attention to the 
heelmarks. Each contained a circle and star. 

“The same kind of heelmarks Stransky made back 
at the Bayport airfield,” Frank commented. 

“Goodness! You don’t mean that same guy is here 
too?” Chet burst out. 
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Frank shook his head. “Stransky couldn’t have made 
both sets of prints, even if he managed to escape from 
jail. But they may have been made by men working 
with him or for him.” 

“The same guys who took those pot shots at me?” 
Tony asked with a worried look. 

Frank shrugged. “No telling, but these prints aren’t 
more than a few hours old. Whoever made them was 
here on the island last night!”* 


a. 
A Strange Knapsack 


‘A strece fell on the campers as the full meaning of 
Frank’s words sank home, 

“What I’d like to know,” Joe put in, “is how those 
prowlers got here. If that same fishing boat came back 
during the night, we'd have heard it.” 

“I doubt if they’d have taken a chance on waking 
us,” Frank said thoughtfully. “Seems more likely they 
came in a canoe.” 

Joe spoke up, “You could be right about that, Frank. 
‘They might even have come from somewhere upriver 
and carried the canoes round the falls.” 

Frank nodded. “I think we should scout this whole 
area from the air. That would give us a chance to learn 
the terrain and all the streams around here.” 

“Swell idea!” Joe agreed, “We might even spot the 
enemy camp!” 

Tony, whose equipment included a two-way radio, 
volunteered to call the Fish and Wildlife Service in 
Juneau. “They put a helicopter into service just a few 
months ago,” he informed the others. “I’m sure that 
we could arrange a flight.” 

“Good! How about calling them right now?” Frank 
urged. 
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Tony did so, and the official on duty promised to 
send the helicopter to the island early the next morning. 

That afternoon, while Tony attended to writing out 
some reports and Chet stretched out for a nap, Frank 
and Joe decided to explore the riverbank above the 
falls. 

The two boys crossed over from the island by motor- 
boat, then hiked northwards along the rising shore line. 
The ground underfoot was soft with a thick layer of pine 
needles and mossy vegetation. 

“Feels like walking on a carpet,” Joe remarked. 

“Just right for moccasins,” said Frank. “But I could 
sure do without the mosquitoes!” 

When they were several hundred yards past the falls, 
Frank pointed through the trees to an object in the 
river. “Take a look at that rock out there, Joe. Pretty 
unusual, eh?” 

‘Joe suaded his eyes and squinted at the curious pillar 
of stone. Rising almost six feet above the water, it was 
black and shaped like an hourglass. The spray from the 
rapids made it glisten in the sunshine. 

“It sure is odd!” Joe agreed. “I wonder if it’s a 
natural formation?” 

“Let's find out,” Frank proposed. 

‘The brothers pushed through a thick grove of brush 
and alders which grew almost to the river’s edge. Here 
the Hardys removed their shoes and socks, rolled up 
their jeans, and waded out into the stream. 

“Wow! This water's ice cold!” Joe exclaimed. 

“Watch out for those sharp stones on the bottom,” 
Frank said. 

‘The black rock stood only a few yards from shore. It 
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was smooth and weathered, showing no signs of having 
been chipped or chiselled into shape by tools. 

“Funny how it narrows in the middle,” Frank said. 
“Could the water alone have done that?” 

“Probably,” Joe mused, “it gets worn away by silt 
and debris when the river’s—” 

The words ended in a yell of surprise as Joe was 
suddenly knocked flat by a huge paw. With a splash, he 
landed in the water! Frank, whirling, saw an enormous 
brown bear! A menacing grow] rumbled from its jaws. 

Before the bear could aim another blow, Frank 
plunged into the icy rapids, Frustrated, the beast then 
turned back to his first target. Joe was stunned and 
floundering in the shallow water. The bear’s claws 
arched towards him in a vicious swipe! But Frank 
yanked his brother’s arm, pulling him out of the way. 
‘The bear’s paw missed Joe by inches! 

Towing Joe with one hand, Frank swam frantically 
out of range. The foaming rapids threatened to sweep 
them towards the falls, but fortunately, the two boys 
‘were strong swimmers and finally reached the shore, 

Meanwhile the bear, towering erect on his hind legs, 
glared at the youths with hot, suspicious eyes. Luckily 
it made no move to pursue them. 

“What a monster!” Joe gasped, as the Hardys sank 
down on the bank. “He must be nine fect tall!” 

“At least,” Frank panted. “And I'll bet he weighs 
close to a ton!” 

Joe shivered in his soaked clothing. ‘What made him 
so mad? I thought those fellows seldom attacked 
humans unless they’re provoked.” 

“There's your answer.” Frank chuckled wryly. “We 
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Ceo him—by trespassing on his private fishing 
spot!” 

Down on all fours again, the bear had just speared a 
plump salmon with one stroke of his paw. Flopping 
back on his haunches in the water, the huge animal 
devoured the fish in a few gulps. 

Splat! Another salmon fell prey to his mighty paw. 
This too disappeared down his gullet, followed by half 
a dozen others in quick succession. At last, his hunger 
satisfied, the bear lumbered out of the water and 
vanished among the alders. 

“Whew!” Joe let out a whistle of relief. “I’m sure 
not sorry to see that one leave!” 

“That makes two of us,” Frank murmured. “Let’s 
get back to camp before we freeze in these wet clothes!”’ 

Dripping and shivering, the Hardys trudged back 
along the riverbank. 

“Hold it!” Joe exclaimed, stopping suddenly. He 
bent down and plucked a battered knapsack out of the 
underbrush. “I wonder who lost this?” 

“Take a look inside,” Frank suggested. “Maybe 
there’ll be some clue to the owner.” 

Joe unbuckled the straps and groped inside the 
pouch. “No, It’s empty,” he announced, holding the 
bag open for Frank to see. 

“Wait a minute! I think there’s an extra thickness of 
leather in there.” Frank took the knapsack and ran his 
fingers around the interior. “Sure enough! There’s a 
secret pocket!”” 

Joe’s eyes gleamed with interest as Frank removed 
the contents. There were two items. One was a piece 
of jade, carved in the likeness of a fierce-looking 
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bird. The other was a crumpled piece of paper. 

“A map!” Frank exclaimed, unfolding the paper. 

“Of what?” Joe stared in puzzlement. The map, 
crudely drawn, showed a river or stream of water and 
various other geographical features, But it bore no 
place names. 

“Maybe Tony will recognize it,” Frank said. “Come 
on! Let's hurry!” 

Chet and Tony greeted the two bedraggled figures 
in astonishment. When the Hardys related their close 
call with the bear, Chet grew visibly pale. The brothers 
next displayed the knapsack and contents. Then, while 
Frank and Joe changed into dry clothes, Tony pro- 
duced a map of the area from among his gear. 

“This sketch doesn’t fit in with any of the places on 
my map,” he reported. 

“This jade carving doesn’t add up, either,” Joe said 
thoughtfully. “Matter of fact, I’ve never heard of jade 
being found in Alaska. Have you?” he added, turning 
to his brother with a questioning look. 

Frank shook his head. “It certainly doesn’t look like 
any of the Indian carvings we saw in the museum.” 

Chet regarded the objects nervously. “If you ask me, 
this knapsack was left there as a t-t-trap,” he quavered, 
“You fellows shouldn’t have brought it back to camp. 
T'll bet this means another visit from our enemies!” 

“How long do you suppose the knapsack had been ly- 
ing there?” Tony asked, halfinclined to agree with Chet, 

“Not too long,” Frank replied. “The buckles aren’t 
even rusty.” 

Chet hastily looked round. “What'd I tell you? I'll 
bet someone's spying on us right now!” 


‘ih 


1 
Nightmare! 


‘Tuey crouched quickly and glanced about. Then Frank 
broke into a grin. “Cut it out, Chet. Quit scaring me 
like that!”" 

“Just the same,” Joe declared seriously, “there might 
be something to what Chet says. I think we'd better 
radio to Juneau about that knapsack.” Tony cranked 
up the aerial of his radio. When the set was warmed up, 
he spoke into the microphone: “Kooniak calling Fish 
and Wildlife Service!” 

Presently a voice crackled: “Juneau to Kooniak! 
Come in, please!” 

Tony reported the finding of the knapsack. The 
department operator promised to inform the police by 
telephone and then to call back. 

In a few minutes the operator’s voice came over the 
speaker. “The police say that no such loss has been 
reported. But our man will pick up the knapsack for 
them when he flies out with the helicopter.” 

“Okay, thanks,” Tony said. “Over and out.” 

After a hearty supper, the boys washed up their mess 
kits and talked for a while around the campfire. When 
they were ready to retire, Chetseemed nervous. 

“I still think we may get a return visit from that 
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gang,” Chet insisted. “How about taking turns standing 
watch tonight ?” 

“Okay. That’s not a bad idea,” Frank said. “Let’s 
draw straws to pick our watches.”* 

Joe won and chose to stand the first watch. Chet, 
Frank, and Tony would follow in that order. It was 
broad daylight through most of Joe's watch. Finally, 
yawning, he woke Chet and prepared to crawl into his 
own sleeping bag. 

As the plump youth took over, the birdcalls became 
hushed, The sky flamed red, then a deep, brooding 
twilight settled over the pine forest. 

“Those woods are positively spooky at night!” Chet 
thought with a shiver. Picking himself a comfortable 
spot, he sat down under a tree. “No use getting nervous. 
I'd better think of something cheerful!” 

Determinedly Chet concentrated on visions of 
himself salmon fishing—pulling in one silvery fish after 
another. This did make him feel better. 

Night deepened. Soon it was completely dark, except 
for the circle of light around the campfire. From across 
the river came the melancholy hoot of an owl. 

Chet, lulled by the peacefulness of the night, settled 
himself more comfortably against the tree. “This isn’t 
such a bad spot after all,” he thought drowsily. The 
next instant Chet sat bolt upright and a horrified yell 
escaped his lips. The Hardys and Tony awoke in a 
flash and came rushing out of their tents. 

“Chet! What’s wrong?” Frank cried out. 

The chunky lad was on his feet, trembling. “S-s- 
something came at me out of the darkness!” he 
quavered. 
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“You mean an animal?” Tony asked. 

“No—men! A whole gang of them! They tried to 
club me, but I fought ’em off!” 

“What?” Tony stared at him. “You must be dream- 
ing! There’s no one round here but us!” 

“But I saw them, I tell you!” Chet insisted, still 
shaking with fright. “Masked men!” 

Frank and Joe quickly scouted the ground round the 
camp. But there were no footprints or other traces of 
intruders. 

“Exactly where did all this happen?” Frank inquired 
calmly. 

“Right here,” Chet replied. “I was sitting with my 
back against this tree, and all ofa sudden—” 

“You fell asleep!” Joe completed the sentence with a 
chuckle. “You just had a nightmare!” 

To reassure their friend, the Hardys and Tony took 
lamps and made a thorough search. Finally Chet 
agreed that he must have dreamed the whole inci- 
dent, 

“Go ahead and hit the sack,” Frank told him with a 
grin. “It’s almost time for my watch, anyway.” 

At breakfast the next morning Joe and Tony ribbed 
the stocky youth about his wild dream. Chet took their 
jokes good-naturedly, adding, “At least these flapjacks 
are real. Slip me a few more, Frank!” 

Breakfast over, they busied themselves with their 
morning chores. Soon after they finished washing up, 
the helicopter arrived from Juneau, 

“I’m Robbie Robbins,” the pilot introduced himself. 
He was a pleasant young man, sandy-haired, about 
twenty-two years old. 
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‘The boys shook hands and explained why they had 
sent for him. Then Frank showed the pilot the crude 
map which the Hardys had found in the knapsack. 
“Byer seen a place like this?” 

Robbins studied the map and shook his head. “Not 
that I recall. But there are so many lakes and streams 
around here that I wouldn’t want to say for sure. We'll 
keep our eyes open.” 

‘The helicopter had seats for three besides the pilot, 
but Chet elected to stay on the island with Tony. “You 
fellows do the exploring,” he told Frank and Joe. “I 
feel safer on the ground!” 

Robbie and the Hardys climbed aboard, and the 
helicopter took off. Soon the Kooniak appeared as a 
ribbon of blue winding among the evergreens. The 
pilot headed northward, working back and forth in 
widening sweeps across both sides of the river. 

“I don’t see any place that looks like this map,” Joe 
remarked. 

“No sign of a camp, either,” Frank added, as he 
scanned the terrain with binoculars. 

Several hours later the boys noticed a cluster of huts 
about a mile west of the Kooniak. “It’s a Haida 
village,” Robbie told the Hardys. “They're one of the 
Alaskan Indian tribes.” 

“Could we land and question them?” Frank in- 
quired. “I'd like to find out if they've seen any strangers 
recently.” 

“Okay. But you may not find them very talkative,” 
Robbie warned. 

The helicopter descended slowly to the village 
clearing. Instead of running to meet their visitors, the 
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Indians gathered to watch from a distance. Their dark, 
slanted eyes, set in coppery faces, stared impassively at 
the newcomers, 

“They don’t look very friendly,” Joe muttered. 

“Do they speak English?” Frank asked the pilot. 

“Most of them do, although they may not admit it. 
Often they use the Chinook trading jargon in talking to 
strangers.” 

Seeing that the Indians made no move, the pilot 
stepped forward. “KVahowya!” he said in a loud voice. 
Several men of the village returned his greeting. 

“We're looking for some white men,” Frank told 
them. “Have you seen any strangers around here?” 

The Indians merely shrugged and shook their heads. 
“Looks as though we're not going to get much out of 
them,” Robbie murmured. 

“Let's circulate around the village,” Frank suggested. 
“Maybe they'll open up a bit after they get used to 
ate 

Robbins agreed, so the trio strolled round, peering 
at the Indian dwellings. Though crude, the houses 
were stoutly built. Near each one stood wooden racks, 
with strings éf fish drying in the sun. 

Frank and Joe were intrigued by a number of small 
log structures, poised on stilts as high as a man’s head. 
‘There was one beside each house, with a ladder going 
up to the entrance, 

“What are those things?” Joe puzzled. “Oversized 
birdhouses?” 

Robbie Robbins grinned. “No, they’re caches,” he 
explained, “for storing food out of the reach of wild 
animals.” 
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Several Indian children trailed around behind the 
white visitors, watching them curiously. Finally one 
teenage boy grew bold enough to speak. 

“Me Fleetfoot,” he said to Frank. 

“Glad to know you.” Frank offered his hand, hoping 
to make friends with the boy. “I’m Frank Hardy. This 
is my brother Joe, and this is Robbie Robbins.” 

‘After pumping each one by the hand, the Indian 
youth continued, “You ask about strangers?” 

“That's right,” Frank said. “Have you seen any 
recently?” 

“Nowitka! Yes,” Fleetfoot replied. “One day I go 
to river to fish. See two white men drift downstream in 
big canoe. They make much talk.” 

“Did you hear what they were saying?” Joe asked 
eagerly. 

The Haida lad paused, furrowing his brow as if 
trying to remember the exact words. “I hear one man 
say, “They protect the salmon. The salmon protect us.” 
Then other man say something in strange lingo—not 
like American talk. Me not understand.” 

Joe shot an excited glance at his brother, who said, 
“Fleetfoot, will you do something for us?” 

“Maybe.” The Indian boy smiled and shrugged. 
“What do you want?” 

“Next time you see those men, or any other strangers, 
trail them to their camp—but keep out of sight, so they 
don’t see you. Then come and tell us. We'll be staying 
on the island at the mouth of the river.” 

The Indian boy looked uncertain. 

“Maybe we can do something for you. What would 
you like?” Frank asked. 
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A broad grin spread over the young Indian’s face. 
“Me like ride in big funny bird!” 

“Our whirlybird.” Robbie Robbins chuckled. “Okay, 
it’s a deal, Fleetfoot.”” 

‘Well satisfied with the results of their visit to the 
Indian village, Robbie and the Hardys took off again 
in the helicopter. 

“Frank, it looks as though our guess was right,” Joe 
said excitedly. “If one of those men spoke a strange 
language, we must be up against foreign agents!” 

“It sounds that way,” Frank agreed. “But I sure 
wish we knew what they’re after. Let’s hope Fleetfoot 
keeps his end of the bargain!” 

Continuing northwards, the helicopter soared above 
the rolling foothills of the Alaskan coastal range. 
Beyond the forest line, the rocky slopes towered up to 
snow-capped peaks. One of the mountains drew Frank’s 
attention by its strange contours. 

“Gosh, look at that,” he remarked, pointing out the 
unique formation to Joe. “Those peaks stick up just like 
four fingers and a thumb.” 

“A good description,” Robbie put in. “The Indians 
call it Devil’s Paw, and you can see why.” He added, 
“That whole range up ahead forms the international 
boundary between Alaska and British Columbia. Guess 
we'd better turn back.” 

On the return trip, Robbie circled over an enormous 
tongue of ice, seventeen miles long. Glittering blue- 
white in the sunshine, it trailed down from the mountain 
snow fields almost to the coast. 

“Mendenhall Glacier,” the pilot told Frank and Joe. 
“Tt’s actually a river of ice.” 
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‘The boys gaped at the spectacle. “A river?” Joe 
echoed. “You mean it flows?” 

“Yes, but so slowly you could never tell by the naked 
eye,” Robbie replied. “I guess creeps might be a better 
word.” 

Suddenly Frank exclaimed, “Go lower, Robbie! I 
think there are two people down there!” 

The helicopter swooped towards the glacier. “You're 
right!” Joe cried. “A man and a woman! They must be 
stranded!” The tiny figures signalled frantically, 
waving their arms. They appeared to be seated on the 
ice. 

“Can we rescue them?” Frank asked the pilot. 

“We'll sure try!” Hovering into position above the 
two people, Robbie told the boys to unreel a rope ladder 
which he carried in the rear of the helicopter’s cabin. 

‘At the sight of the ladder the man on the glacier 
shook his head and signalled with his arms. 

“He wants someone to climb down and help them,” 
Frank said. “I'll go!” 


eas 
Glacier Trek 


Tue helicopter hovered lower over the ice as Frank 
prepared for the rescue. Easing himself out of the cabin, 
he groped for a footing on one of the metal rungs. The 
ladder swayed sickeningly as he climbed down. But 
Frank kept a steady grasp. Finally he reached the 
glacier. The middle-aged couple, dressed in hiking 
garb, greeted him with anxious relief. 

“Sorry to put you to so much trouble. We’re certainly 
grateful that you responded to our signals!” The man, 
although he seemed to be in pain, flashed a smile. “My 
wife and I had an accident. Our name’s Turner. I’m an 

Frank introduced himself, and Mrs Turner, a 
pleasant-faced woman, added her thanks. 

“We had a nasty fall on the ice,” she explained. “I’m 
afraid my husband’s leg is broken, and I seem to 
have sprained my arm quite badly. Could you possibly 
take us aboard?” 

“Of course, Mrs Turner.” Frank smiled reassuringly. 
After studying the situation, he removed two rungs of 
the ladder and improvised a splint for Mr Turner's leg. 
Then he lashed first the woman, then the man, to the 
ladder and had them lifted aboard. 

“There won’t be room for all of us,” Joe told the 
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pilot. “Suppose I keep Frank company on the glacier 
while you take Mr and Mrs Turner to the hospital?” 

“J guess that’s the best plan,” Robbie agreed. He 
reached into a storage locker and took out two pairs of 
steel cleats. “Here. You and Frank fasten these to your 
shoes. They'll help you keep your footing on the ice. 
T’'ll be back pronto to pick you up.”” 

“Okay, thanks.” Joe pocketed the cleats, and after 
wishing the Turners a speedy recovery from their 
injuries, climbed down the ladder. Then Robbie recled 
it back aboard. The two boys waved as the whirlybird 
took off towards Juneau. 

“This is a chilly-looking spot, all right,” Frank 
remarked, gazing round at the vast expanse of ice. 
“What a nasty place to have an accident!” 

“You said it!” Joe replied. “Which reminds me— 
we'd better put these on before we take a spill ourselves!” 

He handed Frank one set of cleats, and the boys sat 
down on the ice to attach them to their shoes. Feeling a 
bit more sure-footed, they decided to do a little explor- 
ing while they waited for Robbie’s return. 

“Let’s take a look farther up the gorge,” Frank said. 

“Suits me—if we can make it.” Joe took a couple of 
trial steps, moving as gingerly as a man walking on 
eggs. “Boy, it’s a good thing Robbie gave us these 
cleats, or I'd be flat on my back by now!” 

Frank chuckled. “Keep your fingers crossed. It 
could still happen!” 

In appearance, the glacier was more like a moun- 
tainous ridge than a river. Its surface was humped and 
uneven, as well as split with cracks and fissures. The 
boys made their way along slowly, enjoying the 
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majestic view of the mountain slopes that rose on either 
side of the glacier. 

Suddenly Frank let out a yell as he lost his footing. 
“Joe! Help!” 

Joe threw himself flat on the ice and caught his 
brother by the arm in the nick of time. An instant later 
Frank would have slid into a yawning crevasse! 

“Whew!” Frank lay panting for a moment after Joc 
had pulled him to safety. “That was too close for com- 
fort! I didn’t even notice that slope till I hit the ice!” 

“Maybe we'd better head for shore,” Joe suggested. 
“This berg is too tricky to navigate.” 

“Second the motion!” 

By the time they reached the wooded slope on the 
nearest side of the valley, a chill wind had sprung up. 
Blowing down from the mountains, it rustled the 
branches of the tall evergreens. 

“['m glad these fir trees act as a wind screen,” Frank 
remarked with a shiver. 

“Right now, I'd prefer the kind of furs we could 
wrap round us!” Joe retorted wryly. 

Frank chuckled. “For making a pun like that, you 
deserve to freeze!” 

‘As the moments of waiting dragged by, both boys 
began to feel hunger pangs from having missed lunch, 

“Wow! Could I goa square meal!” Joe groaned. 

“Don’t look now, but here comes someone with the 
same idea!” Frank pointed to a huge prowling bear 
which had just appeared among the underbrush, a 
hundred yards away. 

“Qh—oh!” Joe turned pale. “I suddenly lost my 
appetite! Come on! We'd better go out on the ice!” 
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‘The Hardys hastily retraced their steps out over the 
glacier. After peering in their direction for a while with 
its nearsighted eyes and sniffing the air hungrily, the 
bear ambled off into the forest. The brothers heaved 
sighs of relief. 

“Think it’s safe to go back?” Joe asked. 

“Let's not tempt him!” Frank cautioned. 

“W-w-what’s keeping Robbie?” Joe muttered, his 
teeth chattering from the cold. More than an hour had 
passed. 

“Search me,” Frank replied. “It’s not a long way to 
Juneau, Maybe he was delayed at the hospital.” 

Both boys were chilled to the bone and ravenously 
hungry when the drone of a plane’s engine finally 
reached their ears. Shading their eyes against the 
dazzling glare of the sun, they saw a small single-engine 
craft wing into view. It flew in low above the treetops 
and circled overhead. 

“The pilot’s signalling to us!” Joe cried out. 

The Hardys waved back. 

“He’s going to drop something,” Frank said as they 
saw the cabin door open. The pilot shoved out a large 
package, and it plummeted to the ice a short distance 
away. 

The boys rushed to examine it. “Let's hope it’s 
food!”” Joe exclaimed. 

Frank cut the twine with his jack-knife and tore off 
the heavy wrapping paper. Inside were a pair of sheep- 
skin coats rolled round a cardboard box. The box, 
warm to the touch, proved to contain roast-beef 
sandwiches, two Thermos flasks of cocoa, and a note 
from Robbie Robbins, which said: ~ 
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Dear Frank and Foe: 
The copter is laid up for repairs, but here's something to 
keep you going. After you've eaten, start walking towards 
the mouth of the glacier. I'll send a car to meet you. 

Robbie Robbins 

Frank read the note with a slight frown. “Tough 
break,” he commented. 

“Never mind, let’s eat!” said Joe cheerfully, “My 
mouth’s watering!” 

The boys waved their thanks to the pilot, still circling 
overhead. He dipped his wings in response and flew off, 
Frank and Joe donned the sheepskins gratefully, then 
tackled the sandwiches with gusto. Their spirits rose 
with every bite. 

“Man, those tasted wonderful!” Joe said as he 
swallowed the last mouthful. “Almost as good as Mum’s 
or Aunt Gertrude’s!” 

Frank agreed and finished his cocoa. “Let’s get going. 
We've got a long trip to the mouth of the glacier.”” 

Greatly invigorated, the Hardys began their trek, 
At first they enjoyed the rugged grandeur of the 
mountain scenery. They were snug in their warm 
sheepskins, and the brisk wind blowing down from the 
glacier made their blood tingle. 

“When summer vacation started, I never thought 
we'd wind up hiking on ice!” Joe chuckled. 

“We should have brought skates,” Frank added with 
agrin. 

‘As the afternoon wore on, however, the boys began 
to feel the effects of the dangerous journey. Their leg 
muscles ached from the constant strain of keeping their 
footing on the ice. 
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“Haw about trying it over on the side of the valley 
again?” Frank suggested. “That bear’s probably found 
himself another snack by now.” 

“We hope!” Joe quipped. “But okay. It can’t be any 
worse than this.” 

Back on dry land, the boys found the going easier, in 
spite of the tumbled rocks and heavy underbrush. 
Nevertheless, the hours of steady trudging proved a 
gruelling ordeal. By the time they reached the gravel 
road leading, to the Glacier Highway to Juneau, the 
Hardys were exhausted. 

“Whew! What I'd give to be hitting the sack right 
now!” Joe groaned, sprawling full length on the ground. 

“Let’s hope we don’t have to wait long for that car,” 
Frank said, with a glance at his wrist watch. The time 
‘was eight minutes before 7.00 p.m. 

By nine o’clock the car promised by Robbie had not 
arrived. “Joe, it'll be dark in two more hours,” Frank 
said uneasily. “I think we should start walking towards 
town. Doesn’t look as though that car is going to show 
up” 

“Okay. But I'd sure like to know what’s behind the 
delay!” 

Wearily the boys set out. The sun went down and 
gradually dusk began to gather. A plane droned over- 
head, followed by a weird bird screech from the forest. 
Otherwise, the Alaskan wilderness seemed wrapped in 
silence. On and on the boys trudged, with the same 
harrowing thought in mind: 

Had Robbie fallen victim to the Hardys’ enemies, bent on 
preventing their rescue? 


<8 
Salmon Raid 


Tuoucu becoming more tired and footsore every 
minute, Frank and Joe plodded on towards Juneau. 
Finally they reached the outskirts of the city, where the 
boys hired a taxi. 

“You fellows look bushed,” the driver remarked as 
they climbed in. “Where to?” 

“The seaplane base,” Frank said. 

Arriving at the dock, they questioned a guard about 
Robbie Robbins. He told the Hardys that both the 
pilot and his helicopter were gone. “Robbie took a 
passenger with him,” the watchman reported. “Told 
me he was going to pick up two boys on Mendenhall 
Glacier.” 

The Hardys stared. “But we were told the ‘copter was 
laid up for repairs!” Joe exclaimed. “A plane dropped 
usa note to that effect.” 

“Robbie did have some trouble with his stecring 
rotor,” the watchman conceded, “but that was five 
hours ago. Say, are you the two fellows he was talking 
about?” 

“That's right.” Frank declared. “The note said that 
he'd send a car for us, but it never showed up. Neither 
did the ‘copter.” 
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“How'd you get to Juncau?” 

“We walked.” 

The dock guard shoved back his cap and scratched 
his forehead. “‘That’s funny.” A troubled frown spread 
over his weather-beaten face. “Hanged if I can figure 
it out! Didn’t you sight his "copter on the way?” 

The boys shook their heads, and Joe asked, “Who 
was his passenger?” 

“A man,” the watchman replied, “but I didn’t get 
much of a look at him, only from a distance. By 
thunder, I hope nothing’s happened to Robbie! He 
may have had an accident!” 

The Hardys were equally concerned, although they 
refrained from mentioning their fears of foul play. “Any 
chance of sending out a plane to look for him?” Frank 
asked. 

“Sure! The bush pilots around here always keep a 
search plane on stand-by.” Much perturbed, the 
watchman bustled into his booth and made a phone 
call to arrange for an immediate take-off. 

Realizing there was nothing more they could do for 
the time being, the Hardys hurried to the Baranof 
Hotel and reserved a room for the night. Too tired even 
to think of food, the brothers tumbled into bed. 

The next morning Frank and Joe returned to the 
seaplane dock. To their dismay, there was still no news 
of Robbie, nor had his helicopter been sighted. 

“We'd better notify the police,” Frank decided. 
“Then I vote we head bask to the island.” 

At police headquarters Detective Grant jotted down 
the details of their story and promised to send out an 
alert to all authorities in the state. “We still have no 
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lead on that gang who ambushed you fellows at the 
dock,” he added. “But if Robbins has met with foul 
play, it may be the work of the same group.” 

After promising to keep in touch, the boys left 
headquarters, pausing outside to discuss their plans. 
“We'll have to get ourselves a motorboat,” Joe 
decided. 

“And a canoe, too,” Frank suggested. They had 
little difficulty hiring a powerful, trim-looking craft. 
The owner also provided a sturdy canoe, which they 
attached by a towline to the motorboat. The brothers 
embarked and headed down the Gastineau Channel. 
Eager to reach the island, Frank ran the boat at full 
power for most of the trip. 

As they neared the mouth of the Kooniak, the distant 
sound of gunfire reached their ears. 

“Shots!”" Joe exclaimed. “Tony and Chet must be in 
trouble!” 

Frank nodded grimly. Jerking the throttle wide open, 
he sent the motorboat roaring ahead through the 
choppy water. Its bow leaped clear of the waves, 
showering the Hardys with spray. 

‘As they rounded a point and turned into the river, 
another rifleshot cracked—then another! Frank and 
Joe stared in dismay. A man, in a small speedboat 
driven by a companion, was sniping at the occupants 
of the island. Tony and Chet had apparently dodged 
for cover among the trees. Meanwhile, three boatloads 
of fishermen were hauling in wriggling masses of salmon 
with huge nylon seines. 

“Those crooks!” Joe gritted between clenched teeth. 
“They couldn’t bribe Tony, so now they're using 
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bullets to keep him out of action while they pull off 
their salmon raid!” 

“Even those seines they’re using are against the law!” 
Frank added. Suddenly he whipped the boat round in 
a fast turn. Joe, startled, exclaimed, “Hey, what's the 
idea?” 

“We can’t stop them singlehanded,” his brother 
pointed out, “but maybe we can get help. I don’t think 
they’ve spotted us yet.” 

“We can’t go all the way back to Juneau,” Joe 
objected, “There isn’t time!” 

“No, but I’m hoping this boat may be equipped with 
aradio,” Frank said. “Take a look in the rear locker!” 

‘Joe did so and let out a jubilant yelp. “Youre right! 
‘A two-way set! Pl warm er up!” 

In a few moments he had the set sputtering and 
crackling. Not knowing the proper frequency for either 
the Juneau police or the Fish and Wildlife Service, Joe 
left the tuning untouched while he issued a few trial 
calls over the microphone. Almost immediately a ham 
operator responded. 

“This is Luke Burton near Ketchikan,” the voice 
said. “Come in, please.” 

Joc explained the situation, and Burton replied, 
“Poachers, eh? Just stand by and I'll raise Juneau in a 
hurry. They'll have the law down there so fast those 
guys won’t know what hit em!” 

The boys cruised out of sight beyond the point to 
await developments. Burton was as good as his word. 
Presently the drone of aircraft was heard, and two 
scaplanes came swooping down to a splash landing in 
the mouth of the river, 
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Jpe gave an exuberant whoop. “Let’s get in there and 
watch the fireworks!” 

Grinning, Frank steered the boat back into the 
Kooniak. Armed enforcement agents were already 
covering the poachers with guns and barking out orders 
through megaphones. Sullenly the fishermen emptied 
their seines, then brought their boats alongside the 
waiting planes. 

The speedboat, hemmed in between the waterfall 
upstream and the patrol planes at the mouth of the 
tiver, was also forced to surrender. An agent went 
aboard each of the fishing craft, and the speedboat was 
taken in tow. 

“Are you the fellows who radioed the alarm?” the 
officer in charge asked the Hardys as Frank manoeuvred 
within speaking distance. 

“We contacted a ham near Ketchikan,” Joe ex- 
plained through cupped hands. “He relayed word to 
Juneau!” 

“Nice work!” the man called back. “Come on ashore 
and we'll see what these poachers have to say for 
themselves!” 

‘As the Hardys approached the island, they were 
relieved to see Tony and Chet running to greet 
them. 

“You fellows all right?” Frank asked, as he and Joe 
climbed out on the little wooden dock. 

“Sure, thanks to you two!” Tony replied. “But things 
were getting mighty hot with those bullets kicking up 
dirt around us!” 

“T thought it was curtains for us!” Chet gasped, still 
shaking with excitement. 
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“Why didn’t you radio for help when those guys first 
showed up?” Joe asked. 

“I tried to,” Tony explained, “but another radio 
kept jamming my signal. It must have been a powerful 
set and not far away. After that, the snipers started 
shooting at us and we headed for the trees. I didn’t get 
another chance to call.” 

Meanwhile, the enforcement agents were herding the 
poachers ashore for questioning. There were nine in the 
group, including the two from the speedboat. Unshaven 
and rough-looking, in jeans and woollen jerseys, they 
faced their captors with sullen expressions. 

The agent in charge, who knew of the previous 
attempt to fish the Kooniak, asked Tony, “Ever seen 
any of these men before?” 

The stream guard studied them with an uncertain 
frown. “No, sorry, but I don’t recognize any of them.” 

One hulking fellow, evidently the ringleader, spoke 
up, “You can’t pin anything else on us! This is the first 
time we've ever fished around here!” 

“Your last time too!” the agent snapped. 

“What about those bullets that were fired at Tony’s 
tent?” Frank put in. “Maybe we can make a ballistic 
comparison,” he suggested to the chief agent, hoping 
that one of the group might be panicked into confessing. 

But the sniper snorted scornfully, “Go ahead and 
compare! Them bullets won’t fit my gun!”” 

The poachers also denied having any part in Robbie 
Robbins’ disappearance, or in jamming Tony's trans- 
mitter. The latter claim seemed borne out by the fact 
that there was no radio equipment in any of their boats 
capable of jamming a broadcast signal. 
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After the prisoners and agents had left, the four boys 
gathered round the campfire to talk over the events of 
the past two days. 

“T'll make us some cocoa and hot dogs,” Chet 
volunteered. “A fellow needs something to keep up his 
strength after an experience like that!” 

“At least it hasn’t affected your appetite,” Joe 
teased. “Not that anything could!” 

Tony reported that he and Chet had had no trouble 
up until the time the raiders appeared. Then Frank and 
Joe told about their visit to the Haida village, their 
adventure on the glacier, and their forced trek into 
Juneau. Their two companions listened with keen 
interest. Tony was especially intrigued to learn about 
the Indian boy’s report of seeing two strange white men 
ina canoe, 

“Those fellows must be mixed up with the gang,” 
Tony remarked, “because they never showed them- 
selves in the open round here.”” 

“Maybe they didn’t come this far down river,” Chet 
putin. 

“Where else would they be going?” Joe argued. 
“Frank and I didn’t spot any camp between here and 
the Indian village. And we looked hard!” 

“What puzzles me is that short-wave jamming,” 
Frank mused. “Try your set now, Tony, and see if you 
geta clear signal.” 

Tony did so, and was able to contact Juneau without 
any difficulty. After the boys had finished their hot dogs 
and cocoa, they strolled towards the north end of the 
island, 

“T’d sure like to know if those salmon poachers had 
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anything to do with the jamming,” Frank went on. 

“They had no equipment,” Joe reminded him. 

Frank admitted this, but added, “It’s too much of a 
coincidence that the jamming was timed just when they 
made their raid.” 

Conjecturing broke off suddenly as Tony yelled, 
“Look!” and pointed downstream. 

A lone figure, standing upright in a canoe, was about 
to plunge over the falls! 


ast 


aQe 
Fleetfoot’s News 


In seconps the foaming rapids would sweep the canoeist 
to disaster! 

“His boat’ll be swamped!” Joe gasped. “Come on! 
Let’s help him!” 

Casting anxious glances over their shoulders, the 
boys raced back to the dock to launch their own canoe, 
But they halted in amazement as the other craft took 
the plunge over the falls like a graceful sea bird! 

“Hold it!’ Frank called out. “That fellow doesn’t 
need help!” 

“Tt’s Fleetfoot!” Joe exclaimed. 

Balancing himself with his paddle, the Indian lad 
shot through the spray and landed, still upright, at the 
foot of the falls. Then, with a few rapid strokes of his 
blade, he propelled himself towards the island. 

“Whew!” Chet gulped, mopping beads of per- 
spiration from his forehead. “That Indian must have 
wings!” 

The boys hurried down to the shore to greet Fleetfoot, 
who was already beaching his canoe. 

“You really gave us a scare, Fleetfoot,” Frank told 
him. 

“You mean when I shoot rapids?” The Indian boy 
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grinned. “No scare! White water is fun! Sometime I 
teach you how.” 

In spite of the ease with which he had shot the falls, 
Fleetfoot seemed to be bursting with inner excitement. 
“Me have message and have come for whirlybird ride!” 
he informed Frank proudly. 

“[’m sorry, Fleetfoot,” Frank explained, “You may 
have to wait for your flight. The ’copter is missing, and 
so is the man who makes it fly.”” 

The Indian lad’s face darkened with disappoint- 
ment, “You mean—you break promise.” 

“Now hold on, Fleetfoot,” Frank said gently. He put 
his hand on the boy’s shoulder and looked him straight 
in the eye. “I’m speaking the truth. Yesterday, after 
we left your village, Robbie, the pilot, went to Juneau 
and picked up another man, All we know is that he 
flew away and never came back.” 

Fleetfoot stared first at Frank, then at Joe, as if 
trying to read their minds. He said nothing. 

“We'd like you to help us find him,” Joe urged. “If 
you do, I promise he’ll give you that ride.” 

‘This seemed to convince the Haida lad. “All right,” 
he said slowly. “Fleetfoot believe you.” After a short 
pause, he added, “Me see whirlybird yesterday.” 

‘The Hardys’ eyes flashed. “You mean you saw it 
again, after we left your village?” Frank asked eagerly. 

“Bird fly over village. Go that way,” the Indian said, 
pointing northeast. 

Joe looked at his brother and whistled. “Towards the 
Canadian border!” 

“Wherever they went, I'll bet Robbie didn’t fly 
there willingly.” Frank frowned. “His passenger may 
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even have crashed in the wilderness.” 

Joe mulled this over. “I think your first guess is right, 
Frank,” he conceded. “This gang we're up against 
probably doesn’t dare take any chances on the police 
catching up with them. I'l bet they're holding Robbie 
prisoner.” 

Frank snapped his fingers. “Do you suppose Hale 
Sewell is being held prisoner too—by the same gang?” 

“L'll bet you're right,” put in Tony. “From what I 
hear, Mr Sewell was an experienced woodsman. A 
tenderfoot might run into trouble in the wilderness, 
but not an expert who’s been working here for years.” 

Frank went on thoughtfully, “If this gang is a foreign 
group looking for that lost rocket, they could probably 
use a man like Mr Sewell to help guide them.” 

‘Could be,” Joe spoke up. “But for all we know, 
Robbie’s passenger might have been a United States 
scientist who hired him to make an aerial search for the 
rocket; or a detective or FBI agent trailing the gang.” 

Suddenly Frank remembered that Fleetfoot had 
come with a message. Turning back to the Indian boy, 
he asked, “What is the news you have for us?” 

Fleetfoot smiled proudly. “Me see same two men on 
river again last night.” 

“Did you follow them?” 

“Fleetfoot follow part way,” the boy said. “They go 
upriver past Devil’s Paw into British Columbia. 
Fleetfoot cannot go there. It is against law for my 
people to go into Canada. Me think maybe those men 
break law too. Maybe they steal something and run 
away.” 
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The Hardys received this new information with keen 
interest. Frank patted the Indian boy on the shoulder. 
“Many thanks, Fleetfoot. You’ve done good work. If 
you find out anything more, please let us know. And I 
promise you'll get that whirlybird ride as soon as Robbie 
shows up!” 

The Indian youth grinned. “I find out more, then 
come back!” He shoved his canoe into the water, 
leaped aboard nimbly, and waved farewell. “Klahowya!” 

The boys watched as Fleetfoot paddled across to the 
mainland with a few deft strokes, then beached the 
canoe and hoisted it on his head and shoulders for the 
journey round the falls. 

‘As the Hardys headed back to camp, they considered 
their next move. “We sure can’t cover all this bush 
country without a helicopter,” Frank reasoned. “Our 
best bet is to return to Juneau to see if we can line up 
another whirlybird. Maybe the Fish and Wildlife 
Service can help us.” 

Joe agreed with this plan, adding, “There might be 
some news about Robbie, too.” 

Leaving their canoe on the island with Chet and 
Tony, the Hardys started back to Juneau in the hired 
motorboat. The skies, which had been blue and clear 
when they embarked, gradually darkened with scud- 
ding rain clouds. 

“We're in for a storm,” Joe observed as the water 
turned leaden grey in colour. 

“Maybe we can outrun it,” Frank said, immediately 
increasing speed. However, as they left Admiralty 
Island behind, the wind grew to gale force. It lashed 
the waves into mountainous breakers, hurling spray 
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high into the air, The Hardys’ boat, battered by wind 
and water, was almost swamped. 
Joe bailed frantically. “Can we make shore?” he 


gasped. 

“Not a chance!” Squinting in the teeth of the gale, 
Frank fought to keep the boat on course. “If we try 
leaving the channel, we'll pile up on the rocks for sure!”” 

The rain held off for almost half an hour. Then 
lightning flashed and a peal of thunder seemed to split 
the heavens wide open, sending down a drenching 
torrent. 

‘The boys, already soaked to the skin, redoubled their 
efforts to keep the boat from swamping. They bailed in 
shifts, one taking a turn at the wheel while the other 
scooped out bucket after bucket of water. 

‘The storm pursued them up the Gastineau Channel, 
but gradually abated as they neared Juneau. Both boys 
were shivering and utterly exhausted when they finally 
tied up at the dock. By this time it was past 10 p.m. and 
almost pitch dark. 

“Wow! What a battle!” Joe exclaimed, squeezing 
water out of his shirt. 

“Guess we may as well book in at the hotel,” Frank 
advised. “We can’t do anything before morning.” 

The boys had a hot supper in their room at the 
Baranof, then turned in and slept until seven the next 
morning. After a hasty breakfast of bacon and eggs, they 
hurried down to the seaplane base. When they learned 
that there was still no news of Robbie Robbins they 
were disappointed. 

“Js there any other *copter near here apart from 
Robbie’s?”” Frank asked the dock guard. 
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“Not in Juneau,” the guard informed them. 

“Let’s ask the Fish and Wildlife Service,” Frank 
suggested. “Perhaps they can get us a whirlybird from 
Ketchikan or Skagway.” 

Their visit to the government office, however, proved 
to be futile. 

“Nearest ’copter’s at Anchorage,” the agent said. 
‘We tried to charter one ourselves, but the pilot’s tied 
up for the next three weeks.” 

Before returning to the island, Frank and Joe also 
checked with Detective Grant at police headquarters. 
The Hardys told him they planned to search the upper 
reaches of the Kooniak for traces of the foreign gang, as 
well as for Sewell and Robbins. “Will we need per- 
mission from the Canadian government?” Frank 
asked. 

“Yes,” the detective replied, “but I think I can 
arrange it.” Picking up the telephone, he called the 
Canadian consulate and quickly got an okay, Their 
permission was extended to include Fleetfoot, as well as 
Chet and Ted Sewell, in case the latter two decided to 
accompany the expedition. 

“Thanks a lot,” Frank told the detective as they 
shook hands, “One other thing. Can you give us any 
tips about travelling in British Columbia?” 

“Never been up that way myself,” Grant replied, 
“but I'll tell you someone who should know. He’s an 
old-timer named Jess Jenkins. You'll find him at the 
Alaska Pioneers’ Home in Sitka.” 

The brothers boarded a small commercial plane and 
within an hour were on the lawn that surrounded the 
Pioncers’ Home in the former Russian capital of 
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Alaska, They found Jess Jenkins sunning himself on a 
bench in front of the building. 


The old fellow proved to be a lean, bewhiskered 
sourdough who had mined gold in both Canada and 
Alaska. 

“Sure,” Jenkins said, when questioned by the young 
sleuths, “I know what’s up there in British Columbia! 
But I warn you, it’s even more dangerous than a 
hoppin’-mad Kodiak bear!” 


-10- 
The Sourdough’s Clue 


Dancer ahead? Frank and Joe seated themselves on 
either side of the old sourdough so as not to miss a word 
of his warning. 

“Ah, them was great days,” Jenkins reminisced. 
“We figgered it might pan out almost as rich as Joe 
‘Juneau’s strike.” 

The Hardys flashed each other puzzled glances. 
“What would pan out?” Frank asked. “We don’t 
follow you.” 

“Why, this gold strike I’m tellin’ ye about,” Jess 
replied. “Over into Canady, it was. Seems two fellers 
come down the Kooniak, luggin’ full pokes. Pretty soon 
the story spread around about them stumblin’ on these 
gravel bars, up some little crick, where the colour was 
runnin’ forty dollars to the pan!” 

“When was this?” Joe put in. 

“Wall, let’s see. Nigh on fifty years ago, I reckon.” 
The old sourdough fell silent for a moment. Finally he 
went on, “Anyhow, folks in Juneau got all het up, 
hearin’ about this new strike. So a bunch o’ us boys, we 
packed up our gear an’ hightailed it over into British 
Columbia to stake out claims.” 

“What happened?” Frank pressed curiously. 
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“Trouble, that’s what happened!” Jess retorted, 
“And that’s what I’m warnin’ you boys about. We 
found the spot, an’ then got chased right out again by a 
bunch o’ wild Injuns!”” 

“Why?” Joe asked. 

“*Cause this crick where the gold was supposed to 
be, it run right past a sacred Injun burial ground, 
Seems as how all their ancestors had been buried 
there for hundreds an’ hundreds o” years. They knew 
we'd start sinkin’ shafts all over the place, an’ they 
didn’t take to that idea. So naturally we had to clear 
out.” 

“You never went back?” Frank asked. 

“Nope. We figgered we'd rather hang on to our scalps 
fer a while, But some o” our boys got a peck at one o” 
them graves.” 

“You mean they dug one up?” Joe said. 

“Well, no. What I mean is they got a peek at one o” 
the grave houses. Little bitty log houses, they are, ’bout 
six by ten feet. Seems that’s where they stored the 
Injun’s weapons an’ other gear over his grave. All gone 
now, I reckon. Ain't even any Injuns livin’ in them 
parts any more.” 

The old sourdough rambled on, talking about his 
experiences in the.wilds of British Columbia, then the 
Yukon, and finally reminiscing about various gold 
camps in Alaska, The Hardys listened attentively, but 
at last felt they must break away. 

“Come again any time, boys,” Jess told them, giving 
each a hearty handshake. “Always glad to talk about 
the old days!” 

Frank and Joe walked away thoughtfully from the 
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Pioneers’ Home. “Was there really a gold strike up 
there?” Frank mused, 

“Do you doubt it?” 

Frank frowned as they walked towards the seaplane 
dock. “Old Jess said two prospectors came down the 
Kooniak with full pokes, and a report was spread 
around about their finding gold, But it could have been 


“Maybe they didn’t really strike gold after all. They 
could have looted those grave houses of valuable 
Indian jewellery and ornaments.” 

“And then traded them off for gold?” put in Joe, 
sensing the drift of his brother’s reasoning. 

“Yes, and when rumours started about how they 
made their haul, it touched off.a gold rush.” 

“['l bet you're right!” Joe said enthusiastically. 
“That might explain the jade trinket we found in the 
knapsack!” 

“Exactly,” Frank agreed. “Furthermore, someone 
may have recently stumbled on the burial ground again 
and unearthed more ancient treasure.” 

They had a half-hour wait for the return flight to 
Juneau, so Frank and Joe sat on a bench at the base of 
a huge totem pole that overlooked Sitka Harbour. 

“Only one thing doesn’t fit in with your theory,” 
Joe said after a few minutes of silence. 

“What's that?” 

“Where would those old Indians have obtained jade? 
It comes from Asia, mostly.” 

“True enough,” Frank said. He added, however, 
that many scientists believe the Indians came originally 
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from Asia. If so, they might have brought their tribal 
treasures with them. 

“In that case,” Joe exclaimed excitedly, “the jade 
ornament may be valuable scientific evidence!” 

Joe's exuberance was interrupted by the distant drone 
of engines, A plane was arriving from Juneau and would 
take off on the return trip in a few minutes. After the 
incoming passengers had disembarked, the Hardys took 
their seats. 

Five minutes later the plane was airborne. It skim- 
med over the mountainous islands of the coast and 
landed on Gastineau Channel with the grace of a 
widgeon. The brothers hastened to the hotel for their 
belongings, then purchased a large quantity of fresh 
supplies. They hauled them down to the dock, loaded 
them into the motorboat, and headed back to the 
island. 

On arrival, they found Chet and Tony had been 
frantic with worry during the night. 

“We were afraid you might have broken up in the 
storm!” Tony said. 

“Besides, we had a scare of our own!” Chet added. 

“What happened ?” Frank asked. 

Tony explained that they had heard the sound of 
paddles close to the island, shortly after the storm 
abated. Tony had flashed his searchlight but failed to 
pick out any canocists or other boatmen in the dark- 
ness. 

‘Joe grinned. “Sure you weren’t hearing things?” 

“We weren’t sure then, but we are now,” Chet 
retorted firmly. He ducked into the pup tent for a 
moment, and came out holding a well-worn paddle. 


“~~ a on 
x 

THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL’S PAW 

“Take a look at this. We found it on the beach this 


morning.” 

The Hardys examined it. There were no clues to the 
owner, although the paddle had obviously been hand- 
carved. “Indian workmanship,” Frank speculated. 
“Perhaps Fleetfoot can identify it.” 

Then Joe went on to tell of their plan to explore 
farther along the Kooniak. “We feel sure that the gang 
must be operating somewhere upriver,” he said. “And 
the only way to find out what they're after is to look for 
ourselves. I’m hoping we can locate Robbie and Mr 
Sewell, too.” 

Tony received this news with a doubtful expression. 
“That could be plenty dangerous,” he pointed out. 
“Suppose you run into another ambush?” 

“They’re not apt to lay a trap for us unless they know 
we're coming,” Frank replied. “If we watch our step 
and keep our eyes open, we may be able to spot their 
camp without being seen.” 

“Especially since we're taking Fleetfoot with us,” Joe 
putin. 

“Too bad Ted Sewell isn’t here,” Frank remarked. 
“We figured he might want to come along to hunt for 
his dad.” 

“Stick around for another twenty-four hours,” Tony 
urged, “Ted ought to show up pretty soon.” 

‘The Hardys agreed to wait at least until the following 
morning. The delay proved worth while since Ted 
arrived on the island that evening. 

As the boys sat around the campfire, Ted reported 
glumly that he still had had no word about his father. 
‘He was amazed to hear about the latest developments 
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in the mystery, and when Frank told him about their 
plans, he eagerly agreed to go up the Kooniak with them. 

“Pye always wanted to take a trip into British 
Columbia!” Ted said. “We'll need rifles and am- 
munition, though. That’s bear country!” 

Frank and Joe, although their father had carefully 
trained them in the proper use of firearms, never carried 
weapons when working on their cases, However, since 
they had already had two brushes with bears the 
Hardys could see the wisdom of Ted’s words, 

“T guess you're right,” Frank agreed. “Joe and I 
don’t have guns, though.” 

“I have a Springfield that I bought from Army 
surplus,” Ted informed them. “Makes a swell hunting 
rifle! Maybe that'll do for all of us. But you fellows 
should have some practice before we leave.” 

After supper, the boys set up a row of empty cans on 
rocks. Ted then brought out his rifle, which he carried 
in his boat, as well as several clips of ammunition. To 
his amazement, both Frank and Joe proved to be 
excellent marksmen, drilling their target cleanly on 
every shot. 

“You don’t need practice!” Ted exclaimed. “You're 
experts!” 

Frank grinned. “I guess Dad’s a pretty good teacher.” 

The rest of the evening was spent in discussing the 
details of their river trip. It was decided that after 
picking up Fleetfoot at the Haida village, they would 
follow the Kooniak at least as far as the Indian grave 
houses, 

The next morning Tony insisted that he would be 
all right alone on the island. But Chet decided to stay 
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with him. “In case there are any more gun-happy fish 
poachers around, you'd better have company,” the 
stout boy declared. “I’d probably sink the canoe, 
anyhow,” he added jokingly. 

‘Then Chet suggested they pick some blueberries for 
breakfast. The others agreed eagerly. So while Tony 
heaped wood on the campfire and started the bacon 
frying, the Hardys, Chet, and Ted hiked across the 
island. On the way Chet suddenly let out a cry of 
delight. 

“Hey, look! Wild celery!” He reached down, pulled 
up one of the leafy green stalks, and started to bite into 
it. 

Ted paled. “Chet! Stop!” he yelled. 


A Fiery Missile 


Wrrn a lightning grab, Ted yanked the stalk out of 
Chet’s mouth before his teeth could sink into it. 

“Hey! What's the big idea?” Chet protested. 

“That stuff isn’t celery,” Ted explained. “It’s deadly 
poisonous water hemlock!” 

“P-p-poisonous !”” Chet gulped and clutched his throat. 
“G-good heavens! And th-thanks!”” 

“Don’t let it spoil your’ breakfast,” Joe comforted the 
frightened boy. “We'll pick those blueberries and do 
some real eating!” 

Chet cheered up at this appetizing prospect, and the 
boys soon returned to camp with a fine haul of berries. 
After breakfast Tony radioed the Fish and Wildlife 
Service for news of Robbins and Sewell. 

“No word on either of them yet,” Tony reported as 
he took off his earphones, “But the operator passed on 
a message from the Bayport police.” 

“What is it?” Joe shouted. 

“They’ve learned that Romo Stransky has a twin 
brother named Remo—and he’s a spy too!” 

“Hear that?” Chet crowed triumphantly. “I told 
you I wasn’t seeing things! Remo must be the one I saw 
at Seattle-Tacoma airport!” 

“He probably followed us to Juneau, too,” Joc 
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added. “What’s more, he may have left one of those 
star-and-circle heelmarks here on the island.” 

Frank went even further with a deduction. “T’ll bet 
Remo was Robbie’s passenger!” The others agreed. 
‘As they prepared for the trip upriver, Frank went on, 
“You know, fellows, if we're lucky enough to find the 
helicopter, we might be able to fly it back.” 

“Suppose the petrol tank’s empty!”” Joe cautioned. 

“It most likely will be,” Tony said. “But you could 
carry enough fuel in the canoe to get the ‘copter back 
to Juneau.” 

Ted Sewell looked doubtful. “The canoe will be 
pretty loaded as it is, with all our stuff.” 

“You're right,” Frank agreed. “We'd need an extra 
canoe.” 

“Which means another trip back to Juneau,” Joe 
pointed out. “5 

In spite of further delay, Frank’s companions realized 
his suggestion was a wise one. “Okay,” Ted said after a 
short discussion. “We're all in favour. Let’s draw 
straws for the job.” 

The task fell to Ted and Joe. Embarking in the 
Hardy’s motorboat, they waved goodbye and headed 
up the coast. When they arrived in Juneau, the boys 
purchased as many tins of petrol as they felt could be 
safely carried. On Ted’s suggestion, they also stopped 
at a sportsmen’s outfitting shop and bought two rifles 
for Frank and Joe. After the supplies had been loaded 
aboard, Joe hired another canoe which he fastened to 
the stern of the motorboat. 

As they refreshed themselves with sandwiches and 
milk at a nearby snack bar, Joe set his glass down hard. 
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“Something wrong?” Ted asked. 

“Wow!” Joe exclaimed. “Why didn’t I think of that 
before?” 

Ted looked baffled. “Of what?” 

“The Turner couple Robbie rescued from the glacier,” 
Joe replied in a low voice. “They might have a clue 
‘about Robbie’s mysterious passenger.” 

Ted brightened. “That’s a smart hunch, Joe! Come 
on!” 

The two boys hurried to the Juneau Hospital, where 
‘Joe asked whether they might see Mr and Mr Turner. 

The receptionist nodded pleasantly and consulted 
the register. “They're in Room 214. You may take the 
lift.” 

In Room 214 Joe and Ted found William Turner in 
bed, with his leg in a cast. Mrs Turner, her right arm 
in a sling, was seated in a chair reading to her husband. 
Both were delighted to receive visitors. 

‘After Joe had introduced Ted, Mrs Turner said, “So 
nice of you boys to come. Where’s Frank?” 

Joe explained. Then Mr Turner said, “Hope you boys 
didn’t wait long on the glacier before the pilot returned.” 

“As a matter of fact, he never did get back,” Joc 
replied. 

The couple looked dismayed. “Oh, I’m terribly 
sorry!” Mr Turner said. “Robbins did develop some 
kind of trouble on the way into Juneau—with his 
steering rotor, I think, But he told us it could be fixed.” 

‘Joe gave them the details of Robbie’s disappearance. 

“Oh, dear,” exclaimed Mrs Turner, “I wish we 
could help!” 

“Perhaps you can,” said Joe. “Do you have any 
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clue as to who his passenger might have been?” 

The couple thought in silence. Joe prodded their 
memory. “Did you see anyone speak to Robbie when 
you landed at the seaplane base?” 

“Only a couple of mechanics who were working on 
a plane nearby,” Mrs Turner replied. “One of them 
called an ambulance for us.” 

‘Joe then asked whether they had noticed anything 
suspicious on their glacier expedition. 

“I’m afraid not,” Turner replied. “You see, ever 
since I retired three years ago, Clara and I have made 
a hobby of palacontology.” 

Ted was interested to hear this. “I guess there are a 
lot of prehistoric animal bones around our Alaskan 
glaciers,” he remarked. “I know prospectors have 
come across the remains of ancient woolly mammoths. 
But I’ve never seen any myself.” 

Forgetting his unfortunate accident entirely, Turner 
brightened and talked about the finds he and his wife 
had made. “As a matter of fact,” he went on, “we 
believe the earliest life on this planet developed right 
here in North America.” 

“The first human beings too?” Joe asked. 

“That’s hard to say,” Turner replied. “However, I 
believe the Indians originated on this continent.” 

“I thought they were supposed to have come over 
from Asia.” 

“That's the opinion of most scientists,” Turner 
conceded, “Personally, I think, it was the other way 
around. I think they trekked from here to Asia via the 
land bridge over the Bering Straits. Later, there 
probably was travel back and forth.” 
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wea there any evidence to support that theory?” Joe 

“Yes, a good deal. There are similarities between the 
American Indians and Asiatics both in features and 
customs. Also, they both used the bow and arrow, and 
have many common root words in their languages.” 

Excitedly now, Joe queried, “How about their 
ornaments and jewellery? Is there any chance the 
Alaskan Indians might have brought jade carvings back 
from Asia?” 

Mr Turner nodded. “Very possible, I should say.” 
After hearing about the boys’ planned trip up the 
Kooniak River, he said, “Why not keep alert for traces 
of prehistoric animals? You might stumble on some 
valuable finds.” 

“What should we look for?” Ted inquired. 

“Well, a white streak in grey rock might indicate a 
bone fossil,” Turner replied. “Or a depression in the 
tock could be a dinosaur’s footprint. Either one could 
lead you to a prehistoric skeleton.” 

“We'll remember that!” Joe promised, as the boys 
got ready to leave. 

‘They quickly strode to the dock and shoved offin the 
heavily laden motorboat, with the canoe trailing 
behind, 

‘As soon as the two boys reached the island, Joe told 
Frank of the conversation at the hospital. Frank was 
pleased to learn that the Turners supported his theory 
about the jade piece. 

Not long after supper, the boys turned in, hoping for 
a good night’s sleep before embarking up the Kooniak 
next morning. Soon the camp was wrapped in silence. 
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But Frank was restless. Turning and tossing in his 
sleeping bag, he kept reviewing in his mind the baffling 
events that had happened since the Hardys had arrived 
in Alaska, 

“Were those fish poachers mixed up in this mystery?” 
he wondered. “And what about Robbie? . . . Looking 
for that gang in this wilderness may turn out to be a lot 
more than we bargained for.” 

Unable to sleep, Frank rose and pulled on his jeans, 
socks, and sneakers. The luminous hands on his watch 
pointed to 12.20. He strolled towards the water, listening 
to the sighing of the night breeze in the tall pines. 

Suddenly another sound broke the stillness—the soft 
splash of an oar, then a clink of metal containers rattling 
against one another! Frank strained his eyes in the 
darkness, every sense alert. The next second he shouted: 

“Wake up, fellows! Someone’s stealing our canoe and 
petrol!” 

As Frank raced towards the dock, Joe, Chet, Ted, 
and Tony burst out of their tents and sprinted in their 
bare feet. Too late! The noise of an engine roaring into 
action told them the intruder was making a clean 
getaway! 

Reaching the water’s edge, Frank saw their canoe and 
petrol untouched! The raider’s boat kicked up a violent 
wake as it streaked off. Suddenly the strange man stood 
upright and hurled something towards the island. As 
the object struck the little wooden dock next to the 
canoe, it burst with a dull thud and yellow flames shot 
high into the air! 

Frank’s face blanched in the blinding glare. “It’s a 
fire bomb!” he yelled. 


“12. 
Dinosaur Detective 


“Tony, get our axes!” Frank commanded as the dock 
burst into flame. To the others he cried, “Follow me!”” 

As Tony dashed back to camp, Frank kicked off his 
sneakers and plunged into the water. With his jack-knife, 
heslashed the lines holding the boats. 

“Chet, take our motorboat! Ted, pilot yours!” 

Joe, meanwhile, was frantically attaching the canoes 
by towlines to the crafts. “Okay! Take off!” 

Chet and Ted revved up their engines and sped into 
the middle of the river. The Hardys, seared by the heat 
from the blazing dock, beached Tony’s boat at a safe 
distance, then hastily scrambled ashore. 

Tony was already hacking at the dock timbers. 
“There’s an axe and a hatchet for you fellows!” he 
called. 

Half the wooden structure was a crackling mass of 
flames. Shielding their faces as best they could, the 
three boys quickly cut away the remaining supports. 
‘Then Frank levered up the planking with his axe. 

“Okay! Into the water!” he gasped. 

Straining every muscle the trio ripped up the flimsy 
structure and hurled it into the water. It sank with a 
hissing cloud of steam. Panting and streaked with 
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perspiration, the boys watched as the flames died out. 

“Wow!” Tony muttered. “If that fire had spread to 
the brush, our whole camp would have gone up in 
smoke!” 

Once the danger of an explosion was past, Chet and 
Ted returned with the boats and canoes. These were 
moored to the blackened stumps of the dock timbers, 
Then all of the boys trudged back to camp. 

“Good thing you were awake, Frank,” Ted remarked 


Ay. 

“We should have kept up our night watches,” Joe 
added. “Tony, I think you and Chet need more 
protection after we three leave the island.” 

“At least,” Frank concurred, “report what happened 
right away.” 

“Pll do it now,” Tony replied. 

Warming up his radio, Tony tuned to the agency’s 
special frequency and spoke into the microphone: 
“Kooniak calling Juneau! . . . Can you read me?” 

Fortunately, the station kept an operator on duty 
round the clock. After hearing Tony’s report of the 
fire-bomb attack, he consulted his superiors by tele- 
phone, and then called back. “We'll send out two men 
first thing in the morning!” 

Much relieved, the five boys drank some hot cocoa 
which Chet had brewed. Ted volunteered to stand the 
first watch during the remaining hours of darkness, 
‘Then the others crawled into their sleeping bags. The 
rest of the night passed quietly. 

Shortly before ten o’clock the next morning a boat 
arrived at the island, bringing the two agents from 
Juneau, They came ashore, carrying a small but 
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“The chief thought this might come in handy on 
your trip up the Kooniak,” one of the men explained. 
“If you get a lead on the gang, he’d like you to report 
to Juneau at once,” 

“Thanks. We'll do that,” Frank promised. 

Half an hour later the Hardy brothers and Ted set 
off, paddling to the western shore of the river, Here 
they unloaded the two canoes and made the journey 
round the falls. 

“Whew! That’s a full day’s work before we even 
get started!” Joe remarked, wiping the perspiration 
from his brow. 

Ted chuc*led. “These Alaskan rivers are beautiful, 
but you'll find they’re no picnic!”” 

After a brief lunch the boys embarked on the next 
leg of their journey. Frank volunteered to paddle the 
trailing canoe which carried the petrol cans. 

Ted approved. “We'll travel better that way, with 
one man behind. And there’ll be no danger of losing the 
fuel tins in an upset.”” 

Ted himself, as the most experienced woodsman of 
the trio, took the bow position in the lead canoe. They 
shoved off, and soon found themselves paddling against 
a swift current. They were also travelling “uphill,” 
since the Kooniak flowed down from the Alaskan coastal 


“Boy, looks as though we're in for a real workout!” 
Joe called back to his brother. Frank grinned in 
response. 

“Don’t worry, you two are in good shape,” Ted 
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commented. “This would be rough for a tenderfoot.” 
At points along the riverbanks the heavy timber 
thinned out into lush meadowlands. These were 
carpeted with wild flowers in every colour of the 
rainbow. Frank and Joe were amazed at the dazzling 


display. 

“Jt’s like a giant garden!” Joe said admiringly. 

Ted pointed out many of the species by name— 
alpine forget-me-nots, fireweed with its tall reddish 
spires, yellow Arctic poppies, bluebells, creeping dog- 
wood, and purple irises. 

Steering close to shore, he reached out and plucked 
several flowers from a mass of yellow blooms that grew 
down to the water’s edge. “Monkey flowers,” he told 
Joe. 

“They do look like little faces,” Joe said with a 
chuckle, 

After paddling for several hours, they reached an 
area where the banks of the Kooniak rose in rocky 
walls. The beetling cliffs formed a canyon for the swift- 
flowing icy waters. 

“Hey, look!” Joe cried suddenly, pointing up at one 
of the cliff faces. ““There’s a white streak in the rock! 
T’ll bet it’s part ofa dinosaur!” 

When Joe suggested investigating the streak, Ted and 
Frank agreed to moor the canoe and accompany him. 

“rll be a tough climb, though,” Ted warned. 

“We can make it!” Joe urged enthusiastically, 

Mooring their canoes to a clump of rock, the boys 
climbed out and began scaling the cliff. Footholds were 
few. After skinning their arms and legs on the rugged 
outcroppings, they finally reached the whitish streak. 
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“T'msure it’s a bone!” Joe exclaimed. 

All three examined it closely. 

“Could be,” Ted agreed. “But how do we get it out?” 

“By the Indian method,” Frank suggested. “Chip it 
loose with a sharp stone.” 

Arming themselves with chunks of flint, the boys 
followed Frank’s suggestion. For a while they seemed 
to make little impression on the rock face. But gradually 
more of the white object became revealed. 

“I was right!” Joe exclaimed. “It’s definitely a 
bone!” 

“Looks like some kind of an elbow or knee joint,” 
Ted commented. “If dinosaurs had such things!”” 

“Wait’ll I get back and tell Mr Turner about this 
find!” Joe said jubilantly. 

Frank broke into a chuckle. “I bet they'll give you a 
medal!” he joked. “It'll be engraved to Joe Hardy— 
finder of a dinosaur’s funny bone!” 

Both Joe and Ted joined in the laughter. However, 
as the boys started down towards the canoes, their 
smiles faded. The steep cliff, which had been so difficult 
to climb, seemed almost impossible to descend. 

Suddenly Joe gasped as he lost his footing. With a 
yell, he slid downwards, making frantic attempts to 
slow his descent. 


13- 
A Savage Ordeal 


Tep acted instantly! Leaping out from the cliff, he 
dived into the water far below. Then, after a few strong 
strokes, Ted reached the rocky shore and climbed to 
the foot of the slope. 

Joe, tumbling and twisting, was almost at the bottom 
of the cliff. Timing the descent perfectly, Ted caught 
hold of Joe, breaking his fall just short of a jagged rock 
formation. 

The impact threw both boys to the flinty ground, 
where they panted and trembled for a few moments, 

“Whew!” gasped Joe finally. “How can I thank you, 
‘Ted! Finding that dinosaur bone came close to killing 
me! If it hadn’t been for you, my own bones would be 
in pretty bad shape by now!” 

“Just a lucky catch,” Ted said with a grin. 

Even so, Joe had suffered many bruises and his skin 
was scraped raw in several places. 

Frank, who had tensely watched the rescue, shouted 
his thanks to Ted and added, “T’ll find a safer part of 
the cliff to come down!” 

By climbing higher and crossing a shelf of rock to a 
point farther upriver, he was able to make the descent 
in safety. 
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Ted, meanwhile, had opened their first-aid kit and 
applied medication to Joe’s cuts. 


“T never knew fossil hunting could be so dangerous!” 
Frank quipped wryly as he rejoined the other two. 

“You can say that again!” Joe muttered, blowing on 
a particularly painful cut on his right knee. “Wow! 
Does that sting!” 

After resting for fifteen minutes, the trio resumed the 
trip upriver. Although they watched both banks of the 
river carefully, the boys saw no one, white man or 
Indian. Nor did they sight any traces ofa recent camp. 

Towards evening they approached a small, wooded 
island in mid-river. “Getting hungry?” Frank inquired. 

“If we don’t eat soon,” Joe replied, “I'll start 
gnawing on this paddle!” 

“Then let’s camp here,” Frank suggested. “It should 
make a pretty safe spot for the night.” 

After paddling into a small cove, the travellers 
beached the canoes and scouted the island thoroughly 
before unloading their gear. 

Soon a campfire was crackling and the aroma of hot 
corned beef and fried potatoes drifted over the island. 
After supper the companions chose watch periods. Joe 
drew the first assignment. Frank and Ted stretched out 
in their sleeping bags and were soon deep in slumber. 
‘All were thoroughly refreshed by daybreak, although 
Joe was still somewhat stiff and sore, 

Breakfast over, the canocists pushed on. The river 
lay under a light blanket of mist, not yet burned away 
by the sun. Several hours of paddling brought them to 
an open spot on the west bank, where the clustering 
pines gave way to a narrow clearing. 
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“Hold it!” Ted cried, signalling with his paddle. 
“That’s an Indian trail!” 

“Tt might lead to the Haida camp,” Joe conjectured. 

Frank felt certain of this. “Let’s go ashore and get 
Fleetfoot,” he urged, 

“Think our gear will be safe here?” Joe asked, as 
they drew the canoes up on the riverbank. 

“Better not take any chances,” Frank replied. “I 
vote we hide our supplies and each of the canoes in a 
separate spot.” 

‘Joe and Ted concurred, and in twenty minutes the 
boys had everything well hidden under heaps of brush 
and rocks. Then they headed inland along the trail. 
Soon they came upon an Indian village. 

As they neared the cluster of wooden huts, excited 
noises reached their ears. A crowd of Indians were 
swarming about the village clearing. 

The boys stopped short in astonishment at an amaz- 
ing sight. A native woman, wearing a green fringed 
parka, shot straight upwards at least thirty feet above 
the crowd! She was treading air to remain upright! 

Seconds later, she landed on both feet in a walrus 
skin held by six Indians. They immediately snapped 
the hide taut and catapulted her up in the air 

vain! 

“Goodness!” Joe gasped. “What.do they think she 
is—a human medicine-ball?” 

A slender young Indian turned at the sound of Joe’s 
voice. It was Fleetfoot. He ran towards them with a 
wide-eyed look of fear. “Quick! Do not let my people 
see you!” he whispered. “Run for your lives!”* 

The boys looked puzzled, and Frank said, “Why? © 
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‘Your tribe was friendly enough the other time we came 
to your village.” 


“Today we are having a wedding,” Fleetfoot 
explained. “That woman is the bride. She is a Kotzebue 
Eskimo, and now she is proving to everyone that she 
will bea good, skookum wife!”” 

“By letting them bounce her on that walrus hide?” 
Joe asked. 

Fleetfoot nodded impatiently. “It is a custom 
of her people. And today any outsiders who come 
here must do the same! But it takes much practice. 
If they bounce you like that, you will break your 
neck!” 

“Wow!” Ted gulped. “We'd better clear out of 
here! Come on!” 

But the boys had tarried too long. Hearing their 
voices, the Indians swarmed towards them excitedly. 
Before the Hardys and Ted could take to their heels, 
they were dragged into the circle of yelling, whooping 
Haidas! 

“Now white man try test!”’ shouted one tall Indian. 
‘The others approved with grins and handclaps. 

“Hey, wait a minute!” Frank pleaded, striving to 
make himself heard above the uproar. “We just came 
here as visitors, to see one of your people. We didn’t 
know there was a wedding going on!” 

Fleetfoot confirmed this. He jabbered excitedly in the 
Haida tongue, trying to persuade his fellow Indians to 
let the white youths go. But the tall man swept him 
aside. 

“White men come to village, they must join in 
wedding games too!” the brave asserted. He pointed to 
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Frank. “This one biggest, look plenty skookum. He try 
test with walrus hide!” 

The brave explained the rules of the game. Frank 
would be bounced in the air three times, If he failed to 
land upright after three tries, he would be made to 
jump through a circle of burning arrows, 

Frank stared at the speaker unbelievingly. “This is 
crazy!” he thought. “They can’t really mean it!” But 
one look at the circle of intense coppery faces told him 
they were not jesting. For the moment at least, the 
Haidas had reverted to the savage customs of the 
Alaskan wilderness! 

Smothering the protests of Joe, Ted, and Fleetfoot, 
the Indians seized Frank and hustled him on to the 
walrus hide. Then the hide was raised aloft and snapped 
taut. Frank went hurtling high in the air! 

He tried frantically to tread air with his hands and 
feet as he had seen the Eskimo woman do. But the 
dizzying momentum of his flight upwards seemed to 
rob him of his sense of balance. Twisting helplessly, 
Frank plummeted back towards the walrus hide and 
landed on his back with jarring force. 

Stunned, Frank struggled to his feet. The Indians 
gave him a moment's respite, then again hurled him 
into the air! 

Joe and Ted watched, wide-cyed and helpless. For a 
second, Frank seemed to be dancing on air. Then, 
thrashing violently, he came down again, this time 
landing on one side. 

Badly shaken, Frank managed to stand up. His last 
chance! Although his heart was hammering Frank 
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gritted his teeth, determined not to fail. Once more the 
Indians catapulted him into the air. 

Joe could scarcely bear to watch. Ted clutched his 
arm in breathless suspense. 

Arrowing straight upwards, Frank closed his eyes, 
keeping his arms close to his sides. As he reached his high- 
est point in mid-air, he opened his eyes again. The circle 
of Indians stood far below, gaping up at him, the walrus 
hide seeming not much bigger than a handkerchief. 

Suddenly Frank felt himself begin to fall, slowly at 
first, then at great speed. He stretched out his arms 
and trod the air gently with his feet, like a man on a 
unicycle. It worked! He landed squarely on both feet, 
still upright! 

The crowd roared its approval! Frank was lifted off 
the walrus hide, hoisted on to the shoulders of two 
Indians, and paraded about the village clearing amid 
whoops and yells. 

“You skookum fella!” the Haida chief beamed at 
Frank when he was finally allowed to stand on his own 
feet again. “Now you and two friends all come to 
wedding feast!” 

“Thanks,” Frank replied, a trifle weakly. Joe and 
Ted, then Fleetfoot, wrung his hand in congratulation, 

“Terrific!” Joe told his brother. 

“J just kept thinking of those flaming arrows.” Frank 
grinned. ‘That’s what did it.” 

“Tt’s a wonder you could think at all after those first 
two jolts!” Ted exclaimed. 

The villagers now gathered about a great central 
campfire. Two medicine men performed a religious 
dance, then the chief joined the hands of the Indian 
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groom and his Eskimo bride. The wedding feast 
followed. 

Squaws brought round huge carved wooden platters 
heaped with food. The first course consisted of slabs of 
pink salmon. 

“Goodness! It’s raw!” Joe whispered. 

‘The boys took some, however, in order not to affend 
their hosts, and managed to eat a few bites. The bear 
steaks and stewed rabbit which followed were more to 
their liking. These were accompanied by nuts, berries, 
vegetables, and fruits, including one with a citrus 
flavour, which tasted like a cross between lemon and 
grapefruit. Ted identified it as the fruit of the wild 
Tose. 

“Boy, now we're getting fancy!” Joe chuckled as he 
sampled the fruit’s delicate flavour. “Hmm! Not bad, 
though!” 

There was also a sort of coarse baked bread. “Wonder 
what's it’s made out of?” Frank muttered, after trying 
a few bites. 

Fleetfoot explained, “Women make flour by grinding 
up bulbs of rice lily.” He pointed to some brownish- 
purple flowers which several of the squaws wore in their 
hair. “Those are flowers from same plant.” 

When the feast was over, the Hardys at last found an 
opportunity to tell Fleetfoot about their trip upriver. 
Frank asked if the Indian youth would accompany 
them as guide. 

“T glad to come with you!” he explained. “But I take 
my own canoe. It is much better than white man’s.” 

“Fine! Let’s go!” said Joe. 

But Fleetfoot looked shocked. “No, no!” he told the 
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boys. ‘Cannot go now. Wedding party just beginning!” 

“Just beginning?” Frank echoed uneasily. 

“Still much dancing, singing to come,” Flectfoot 
explained. “You wait. We go tomorrow morning.” 

The Hardys and Ted looked questioningly at one 
another, trying to conceal their feelings of impatience 
at the further delay. However, there was nothing to do 
but yield. Settling back, they prepared to watch the 


proceedings. 

Soon tom-toms began to beat. The medicine men 
started a slow, stately dance, shaking wooden rattles. As 
the tempo increased, the other Indians joined in and the 
squaws chanted steadily. ‘The three visitors found 
themselves absorbed in the ceremony, despite the delay 
in their journey. 

“Whew!” Joe exclaimed in wonderment. “How long 
can they keep on dancing?” 

Fleetfoot smiled broadly. ““Oh—Indians love dance. 
Never get tired.” 

Gradually, as shadows gathered in the forest, the 
white boys became drowsy. One by one, Joe, Ted, and 
Frank all dropped off to sleep. 

When they awoke, it was daylight. Fleetfoot was 
shaking them. “Come! We start now!” he said. 

Returning to the river, the Hardys and Ted un- 
covered the gear which they had hidden. The supplies 
were loaded aboard, and the canoes launched in the 
water. 

Fleetfoot disappeared long enough to get his own 
birchbark canoe, which was beached farther down- 
stream. In a few minutes he came into sight, paddling 
with smooth, graceful strokes. 
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‘As he drew alongside, Frank said, ““There’s some- 
thing we meant to ask you, Fleetfoot. The other night a 
carved wooden paddle was washed up on our island at 
the mouth of the river.” When Frank described the 
shape of it, a strange expression of fear and awe passed 
over Fleetfoot’s face! 


-14- 
A Suspicious Campsite 


“Freetroor looks as if he’s seen a ghost,” Frank 
thought. 

The Indian boy quickly regained his composure and 
asked slowly, “Did paddle have cuts in handle?” 

“Yes,” Joe spoke up. “Two small rounded gouges.” 

Fleetfoot fairly trembled. His eyes grew wide. “That 
paddle made before white man came! Even before my 
grandfather’s grandfather was born!” 

“You mean back in the days of the ancient Athapa- 
scan Indians?” Ted asked. 

“Yes! Yes! Paddle left on beach by spirit of old 
Indian!” 

“ doubtit,” said Frank thoughtfully. 

“So do I,” Joe chimed in. “There were live men 
paddling round the island that night. Probably the 
same bunch we’re looking for. Most likely one of them 
had seen that symbol somewhere and copied it for good 
Juck.” 

Frank agreed with this theory. “They probably saw 
a paddle like that when they robbed the Indian grave 
houses,” he remarked to Joe in an undertone. “Come to 
think of it, that may be where the paddle came from!” 

Ted was eager to push on, so they started upriver. 
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‘This time, Joe paddled the trailing canoe which carried 
the cans of fuel. 

‘As they penetrated deeper into the interior, the 
country became increasingly wilder. At times they saw 
deer push out of the tangled underbrush to drink at the 
water's edge. Once they surprised a brown bear fishing 
in rocky shallows, but the beast, startled, hastily 
withdrew into the forest. 

After pausing briefly for lunch, they continued their 
journey upstream. Frank and Joc, whose arm muscles 
had ached at the end of the first day’s canocing, gradu- 
ally found themselves swinging their paddles with the 
same smooth, easy rhythm as Ted Sewell and Fleetfoot. 

Presently Ted pointed ahead to their left. “There’s 
Devil’s Paw!” he called out. 

The weird outcropping of rock loomed against the 
mountainous skyline like four fingers and a thumb 
sticking up in the air. 

Fleetfoot paddled close to the other canoes. “This is 
bad place,” he confided. “Old men of my tribe say 
devil carved it from rock. Indians not go there.” 

“In that case,” Joe mused, “it would make a perfect 
hide-out for the gang. Indians would stay away from 
it, and the average white man would have no reason 
for going there.” 

Frank nodded. “You're right. We'd better investi- 
gate.” 

At first Fleetfoot objected, but as soon as he realized 
that the boys were not frightened by the old Indian 
tales, he lost his fear. Moreover, the prospect of stalking 
criminals filled him with keen anticipation. His Indian 
blood rose to the challenge. 
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“Ifbad men there, Fleetfoot find um!” he vowed, 

Running their canoes ashore, the searchers hid their 
crafts and provisions for a second time. 

“Take your rifles,” Ted advised tersely. Each of them 
shoved a clip of cartridges into the magazine of his 
firearm and stuffed more into his pockets before setting 
off on the rugged trek towards Devil’s Paw. 

Their present point on the Kooniak, Ted said, was 
three thousand feet above sea level. All about them, 
pine and spruce trees were still plentiful, but the river- 
banks had become increasingly rocky and precipitous. 
Asa result, hiking was difficult. 

Carrying their rifles in one hand and clutching at 
trees and shrubs with the other, the four made their 
‘way up the steep slope. From time to time one of them 
missed his footing, sending a shower of rocks and gravel 
clattering towards the river. 

“We'll never take the gang by surprise at this rate!” 
Joe grumbled, pausing to wipe the sweat from his 


eyes. 
After half an hour of hard climbing, they reached a 
point where Devil’s Paw and the entire surrounding 
terrain stood out in clear view. But there was no sign of 
a campfire, nor any other trace of human beings. 
“Maybe we've been wasting our time,” Ted said, 
discouraged. 
“We can’t be sure,” Frank replied, “without making 
a closer search.” Now, however, the approaches were 
so steep that it was impossible to climb farther. 
Tired and disheartened, the boys retraced their route 
to the canoes. 
“If the gang really is using Devil's Paw for a hide- 
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out,” Ted remarked, “they must have some easier way 
of getting to it.” 

“Right,” Joe nodded, removing a pebble from his 
shoe, “There must be a secret trail somewhere.” 

Fleetfoot spoke up eagerly. “You wait here. Me go 
look for trail.” 

“Hey! Wait!” Frank called out. 

‘The boy did not seem to hear. He darted nimbly up 
the mountainside, and was soon lost to view among the 
scrub evergreens and underbrush. 

Frank, Joe, and Ted waited, sprawled comfortably 
on spongy pine needles among the rocks, All were glad 
of a chance to rest. As time passed, however, they 
gradually became uneasy. More than an hour had gone 
by since Fleetfoot’s departure. Minute after minute 
ticked away, with still no sign of the Indian boy. 

“Wonder what’s keeping him?” Frank glanced at 
his watch for what seemed like the hundredth time. 

“Let’s hope he didn’t stumble into the gang,” Joe 
remarked. He greatly admired the high-spirited Indian, 
and by now was thoroughly alarmed for his safety. 

“We should have given him one of the rifles,” Ted 
added gloomily. 

‘The words were hardly spoken before the underbrush 
parted and Fleetfoot stepped into view, a wide grin on 
his coppery face. 

“Me find trail,” he reported proudly. “Ground show 
many footprints, Look like men go back and forth 
many times!” 

“How about their camp?” Joe asked eagerly. “Did 
you find where the trail led?” 

“Me find camp. But no one there—strangers all gone 
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away. We get *~ canoes, go on up river,” he urged. 
“Then we look here again on way back.” 

Frank and Joe rejected this suggestion. Being good 
detectives, they were determined to follow through 
their plan, leaving no stone unturned in their search for 
clues. 

“You've done well, Fleetfoot,” Frank told him. “But 
we'd like a look at that campsite ourselves. Will you 
take us to it?” 

Fleetfoot agreed willingly, and after gathering up 
their rifles, his three young friends followed him. 
Fleetfoot led them upriver for a short distance, following 
a twisting route among the trees and rocks. Then he 
turned left, up a narrow valley. 

“Now you see trail.” Fleetfoot pointed to a well- 
beaten path. It sloped gently up the mountainside by 
easy stages. 

“Nice work, Fleetfoot!” Joe congratulated him. 
Bending close to the ground, he added, “Frank, here 
are more of those star-and-circle heelmarks!”” 

Pressing forwards up the trail, they found the camp- 
site, It lay at the base of one finger of Devil’s Paw. Here 
again were many of the odd heelprints, as well as the 
blackened ashes of a recent campfire. A number of 
empty, discarded food cans had also been tossed 
carelessly aside. 

“Pretty sure nobody would ever find this spot, 
weren’t they?” Joe commented. 

“Are you sure none of the gang is lurking around?” 
Ted asked Fleetfoot. 

“No one here,” he replied confidently. “Me scout 
for strangers before I come up trail.” 
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“The question now,” Frank put forth, “is whether 
they're coming back? And ifso, how soon?” 

“Let’s take a look round while we’re up here,” Joe 
suggested. “We might spot a smoking campfire.” 

Joe led the way as they followed the shelf-like rock 
which rimmed the base of Devil’s Paw. The ground 
sloped away below in a steep, brush-covered incline. 

Rounding a corner of the weird finger-and-thumb 
rock formation, Joe stopped suddenly and looked down. 
“Hey! Come here quickly!” he yelled to the others, 
beckoning frantically. 7 
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The Singing Wilderness 


Srarttep by his brother’s shout, Frank looked up, 
barely in time to see Joe suddenly drop out of sight. 

“Oh, no!” Frank exclaimed. Fleetfoot and Ted 
rushed to his side, then all three climbed to the spot 
where Joe had just been standing. 

In utter amazement they stared down a long, rocky 
slope. At the bottom lay a helicopter. Joe was scrambling 
towards it. 

Near the edge of a barren, desolate area of forest- 
tufted rock formations, the wide-spreading branches of 
a tall cedar effectively concealed the craft from the air. 
The boys’ vantage point, however, gave them an 
unobstructed view. 

“Come on, fellows!” Joe yelled up the steep moun- 
tainside. “Let’s see if Robbie’s anywhere around!” 

Frank, Ted, and Fleetfoot all followed eagerly. 
Grabbing for a handhold on any rock or clump of 
shrubbery that offered a grip, they made their way 
down the incline at breakneck speed. 

‘Joe was already examining the helicopter as they 
approached. “The fuel tank’s empty,” he reported. 
“No sign of Robbie, either.” 

A weird silence lay over the desolate scene. Except 
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for a hawk circling overhead, there was no other sign 
of life. While Ted and Fleetfoot watched curiously, the 
Hardys subjected the helicopter to a careful 
scrutiny. 

“At least there’s no blood or signs of a struggle,” Joe 
commented. “That may mean Robbie is still safe.” 

Frank asked Ted and Fleetfoot to stand guard over 
the helicopter while he and Joe investigated the 
surrounding wilderness for clues. “Keep an eye up 
there towards Devil's Paw,” he added, “in case any of 
the gang comes back.”” 

“Okay,” Ted replied. “You fellows watch your step, 
too. If any of that bunch are around, they might try to 
spring an ambush.” 

Gripping their rifles firmly, the Hardys began 
combing the terrain round the helicopter in widening 
circles. The silence was broken only by the scuffing 
sound of their footsteps among the brush and gravel. A 
lone birdcall suddenly echoed among the pines, then 
died away in a twitter. 

“Boy, this place is eerie!” Joe muttered. 

“It’s hard to believe any human being was ever here 
before us!”” Frank said. 

Not a footprint or broken twig gave the slightest 
indication of recent visitors to the area. Overhead, the 
hawk was still soaring and circling in search of prey. 

Suddenly Frank stopped short and clutched his 
brother’s arm. “Joe!” he hissed. “Do you hear some- 
thing—or am I imagining things?” 

“Hear what?” Joe inquired. Then his questioning 
look gave way to an expression of blank amazement, 
“It’s music!” 
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The strains of a well-known tune wafted faintly 
through the wilderness! 


“Must be a radio playing somewhere,” Joe said 
finally. 

“But where?” 

Stiffly tense, the brothers looked cautiously about. 
Were members of the gang hidden nearby, watching 
every movement? Was a trap about to be sprung on 
them? Hearts pounding and eyes alert, Frank and Joe 
walked on, holding their rifles cradled at the ready. 
They poked into the underbrush and peered among the 
trees, 

“The sounds are coming from over there,” Frank 
said, pointing to a formation of granite boulders. 

‘The boys approached cautiously, fearful of a possible 
trap. They scouted round the rocks, but saw nobody. 
Neither was there any sign of a radio. 

“Ether ghosts!” Joe exclaimed, mystified. “The 
wilderness is singing to us.” 

‘Abruptly the music died away. A few seconds later 
the Hardys were electrified to hear a voice speak 
clearly in a foreign language! But neither Frank nor 
Joe could identify any of the words. 

Then a second voice replied—this time in English: 
“The salmon are going up the river. The bears will have 
a feast.” As the voice finished speaking, the music 
resumed. 

“What do you make of it?” Joe asked his brother, 
completely baffled. 

Suddenly an idea occurred to Frank. “Wait a second! 
Let’s check some of these other rocks!” 

The brothers put their ears to several boulders. All 
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were broadcasting the music. Frank snapped his fingers 
excitedly. 

“Joe, I’ve got it! Somehow these rocks are acting as 
natural receivers and picking up’ a broadcast signal! 
T’ve read about cases like this before! Remember that 
man in Newark who picked up broadcasts in the fillings 
of his teeth? It nearly drove him crazy.” 

“That must be the answer,” Joe agreed. “But I still 
don’t understand how it happens.”” 

“Neither do I, exactly,” Frank admitted. “It has 
something to do with their resonating frequency, I 
guess, just like a crystal detector. Maybe there’s 
something about these rocks that intensifies the signals, 
too. Anyhow, I think we're getting the gang’s broad- 
cast.” 

“No doubt about that,” Joe replied. “The voices 
that broke in didn’t sound like commercial broadcasters 
or ordinary radio hams!” 

“Those words in English must have been in code,” 
Frank went on. 

“You're right!” Joe exclaimed. He conjectured 
further about the radio reference to salmon. “It ties in 
with what Fleetfoot overheard on the river.” 

“And,” Frank said thoughtfully, “I didn’t like the 
remark about the bears having a feast.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The salmon going upriver may refer’ to us,” Frank 
explained. “‘And ‘the bears will have a feast’ could 
mean our enemies are laying a trap.” 

“Gracious!” Joe stared at his brother in dismay. 
“That makes sense, all right! But what can we do 
about it?” 
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Frank shrugged. “Just keep our guard up, I guess. 
Come on,” he added. “Let’s go back.” 

By the time the Hardys returned to the helicopter, 
the music had ceased. But Ted Sewell and the Indian, 
lad were still tense with alarm at the strange sounds of 
the “singing wilderness.” They, too, had heard the 
broadcast, although much more faintly than Frank and 
Joe. Fleetfoot was particularly frightened at what 
seemed to him to be spirit noises. 

“Devil’s Paw is bad place, I tell you!” he kept 
repeating. “Evil spirits live here!” 

Frank reassured him, explaining the strange pheno- 
menon as best he could. Fortunately, Fleetfoot had 
listened to the portable radios of white sportsmen on 
several occasions, and the Hardys were finally able to 
convince him that this was just another broadcast. 

“How about the camp up there?” Joe asked. “Any 
signs that the gang might be coming back?” 

Ted shook his head. “Not so far. But, you know, 
there’s one thing I can’t figure out.” 

“What's that?” 

“How come the ’copter’s fuel tank is empty? Robbie 
couldn’t have figured out beforehand how much he'd 
need to fly here.”” 

“That’s a good point, Ted,” Frank lauded him, “I 
have a hunch they must have drained off the petrol to 
keep anyone from flying the helicopter away. Maybe 
there’s a can of it hidden around here somewhere.” 

' They searched the brush and examined the ground 
_ for any sign of digging, but all in vain. 

“Well, what'll we do with the ’copter?” Joe asked 
"finally. “Fill it up and try flying to Juneau?” 
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“Not yet,” Frank urged. “We've more sleuthing to 
do before we crack this mystery. If the gang found the 
whirlybird gone, they'd be on the alert. I vote we go 
upriver a bit and pick up the ’copter on our way back.” 

The others agreed to this plan. Returning to their 
canoes, the boys unloaded the fuel cans which they had 
brought along and buried them in a well-hidden cache. 
Then they embarked once more and continued their 
journey upstream. 

As they paddled along, the four watched both shores 
of the river like hawks, alert for the slightest sign of 
movement. But the wilderness lay steeped in brooding 
silence. 

When evening approached, the searchers beached 
their canoes and made camp in a spot well sheltered by 
firs and tall brush. On Fleetfoot’s suggestion, they 
avoided lighting a campfire. After a cold supper of 
tinned meat loaf and potato salad, they chose watches 
and prepared to turn in. 

Some time later, Frank, Joe, and Ted were quietly 
awakened by Fleetfoot. Except for a glimmer of moon- 
light through the evergreens, the river lay shrouded in 
darkness. A chill night breeze was blowing down from 
the mountains. 

“What's up, Fleetfoot?” Frank asked, instantly alert. 

The Indian youth put his finger to his lips, then 
whispered, “Look over there, across river!” 

‘The Hardys and Ted stared intently, their hearts 
pounding with excitement. 

Lights flickered on the opposite shore! 


-16- 
An Eerie Sight 


“Tue gang!” Ted gasped as the four stared at the 
moving lights across the river. 

“Sure aren’t fireflies!” Joe stated tersely. “How 
about it, Frank? Should we paddle over and see what 
they’re up to?” 

Frank pondered the situation with a worried frown. 
“If we try it, we may give ourselves away,” he pointed 
out. 

“We have rifles,” Ted argued. 

Frank shook his head. “We want to avoid any 

“Suppose we go back downriver where they can’t 
spot us, and cross over?” Joe suggested. “Then we 
could sneak up on the other side and take them by 

“Tt might work,” Frank admitted. 

“Unless they hear us hauling the canoe,” Ted 
cautioned. 

The boys conversed in low tones, discussing various 
plans, Fleetfoot finally settled the question by saying 
that he could paddle silently across the stream and 
scout the area without being detected. Knowing the 
young Indian’s skill at canoeing and tracking, the boys 
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“No worry,” Fleetfoot whispered. “When Indian 
not want to be seen, no one see ’um. Me come back 
soon!” 

“Don’t take any chances!” Frank told him. 

The Hardys and Ted watched the Haida lad creep 
through the underbrush. Keeping low, he reached the 
water’s edge and slid his birchbark canoe noiselessly 
into the water. Then he slipped aboard and paddled 
out into midstream with smooth, silent strokes. In a 
few moments his ghostly figure melted from view in the 
darkness. 

‘Tense moments passed. “He should be there by now,” 
Frank whispered. 

Suddenly the twinkling lights vanished as if turned 
off by a master switch. “Leapin’ catfish!” Joe muttered. 
“They must have spotted Fleetfoot!”” 

“Don’t jump to conclusions,” Frank said calmly. 
“Perhaps the gang moved farther into the woods.” 

Joe and Ted were still worried about whether 
Fleetfoot had been captured. Frank tried to allay their 
fears with a jest. “That would leave us up the creck 
without an Indian,” he whispered. 

‘Twenty minutes later, however, Frank inwardly felt 
a growing concern. The situation would certainly be 
even more perilous without Fleetfoot. 

Suddenly, just as silently as he had left, Fleetfoot 
reappeared at the side of his comrades. Ted jumped 
with surprise and stared open-mouthed. 

“Boy! It’s good to see you!” Frank said. “What 
happened?” 

“Me see four men,” the Haida reported. “They 
carry lights to search for something.” 
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“The lost rocket!” Joe exclaimed excitedly. 

“Could be,” Frank said. “Did you hear anything 
they were saying, Fleetfoot?” 

The Indian lad shook his head. “‘No, they keep quiet, 
not talk at all. Fleetfoot think they must sleep in day- 
time, hunt only at night. That way, run no danger 
from bears, and no one ask questions.” 

“You're probably right,” Frank said, “Do they have 
aboat?” 

“No boat,” Fleetfoot replied. “Me look all along 
shore, see nothing.” 

“How about Robbie Robbins, the man who flies the 
whirlybird ?” Joe asked. “Was he with them?” 

Again Fleetfoot shook his head. “No. Man who flies 
whirlybird is young and tall. These men older. Not so 
tall.” 

“Then my dad couldn’t be one of them, either,” Ted 
put in quietly, “He’s six-foot two.” 

Thoroughly aroused by the events of the past hour, 
the boys were too wide-awake to think of crawling back 
into their sleeping bags. For the next few minutes they 
excitedly discussed the mysterious goings-on across the 
river. Frank and Joe’s conviction grew stronger that the 
ghostly search party might be looking for traces of the 
fallen rocket. 

After listening with keen interest, Fleetfoot suggested 
that they break camp immediately and push on 
upriver. 

“Why?” Ted queried. “Do you think those men 
suspected we were over here?” 

Fleetfoot shrugged. “Me not know. But maybe they 
find out in morning, Then we have trouble.” 
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“Fleetfoot’s right,” said Frank. “It'll be safer to 
clear out now, before they get wise to us. Come on! 
Let’s head for those Indian grave houses. I have a 
hunch that’s where we'll find the real key to this 
mystery?" 

"The others agreed. After putting on their clothes and 
rolling up their sleeping bags, the boys piled their gear 
back in the canoes. Ted had already been informed of 
Jess Jenkins’s story about the ancient Indian burial 
ground. Before setting off, the Hardys also related the 
story to Fleetfoot. 

“Me hear about that place.” He nodded. “Fleetfoot 
like to see. I help you find it.” 

“You've already helped us a lot,” Frank said 
gratefully, clapping the young Indian on the back. 

Once again the Haida boy broke into his infectious 
grin. “You right,” he agreed proudly. “Fleetfoot 
skookum Injun!? 

The four now carefully covered all traces of their 
camp with leaves and brush. Then they launched their 
canoes in the water and quickly climbed in. Soon they 
were paddling upriver through the darkness at a brisk 
pace. 

Dawn found the canocists many miles farther up the 
Kooniak. Halting for breakfast, they decided to refresh 
themselves first with a swim. 

“Brr-r! It’s a regular ice bath!” Joe shuddered, 
after diving in. 

“What’s the matter? Can’t you take it?” Frank 
joked, splattering him with a sheet of water. 

Ted Sewell roared with laughter as the taunt de- 
veloped into a water duel between the two Hardys. 
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Fleetfoot, meanwhile, was plunging and darting like an 
otter, coming up every now and then to shake his long, 
black hair out of his eyes. 

After five minutes all of the boys were glad to hurry 
back to dry land, where they towelled themselves to a 
brisk glow. Having donned their clothes, they ate a 
quick meal. Then they embarked once more to continue 
their journey. 

An hour later Fleetfoot paused in his paddling and 
pointed to stone boundary markers on both banks of 
the stream. “Now we in Canada,” he told the others. 
“This where redcoats live.” 

“I guess you mean the Royal Canadian Mounted 
Police,” Frank replied. 

“That’s right,” Fleetfoot said. 

The boys scanned the forest with cager interest. 
Though now in mountain country, they were again 
entering an area of dense wilderness. Both banks of the. 
river were heavily forested and overgrown with tangled 
green underbrush. 

“Guess they don’t need an immigration office in a 
‘wilderness place like this,” Joe remarked with a smile. 

Several miles east of the boundary markers, the 
boys saw a screaming horde of birds wheeling and 
circling over the right bank of the river, Gulls, terns, 
and grebes filled the air with their raucous cries. 

“Hey, there’s a blue heron!” Joe exclaimed as the 
graceful creature rose above the treetops, flapping its 
wings. 
“Why all the birds?” Frank wondered aloud. 

“Must be a salmon spawning ground near,” Ted 
_ conjectured. 
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“That right,” Fleetfoot said. “We see it very soon.” 

Presently they reached a point where the right bank 
of the river opened into a shallow cove. The backwater 
was swarming with salmon. Trout and walleyes, too, 
could be seen darting among the shallows. 

“Wow! A fisherman’s paradise!” Joe gasped. “Chet 
should be here!” 

Every few moments one of the birds flocking over- 
head would swoop down and seize a fish in its beak. 

“Birds eat young salmon,” Fleetfoot explained, 
“Other fish eat salmon eggs, too.” 

“Tt’s a wonder any survive,” Frank remarked. 

“They do, though—millions of ’em,” said Ted. “Old 
Mother Nature sees to that.” 

“Mother Nature and the Fish and Wildlife Service!” 
Joe remarked wryly. 

The river became more and more shallow as they 
continued paddling upstream. Soon the canoes scraped 
the gravel bars that stretched from bank to bank. 

“We carry now,” Fleetfoot announced. “Near head- 
waters.” 

“Wait a minute,” Frank said slowly. He was gazing 
at what seemed to be a dried-up creek bed, branching 
off to the west. “Joe, do you remember those two bends 
in the river we just passed?” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“I believe this may be the spot shown on the map in 
the knapsack we found. That had a line branching 
off above two loops, just like that dry creck over 
there.” 

Joe's eyes widened with recognition. “You're right, 
Frank!” he said excitedly. “I’ll bet this is the place! 
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And maybe this is the creck Jess Jenkins was talking 
about that leads to the grave houses!” 

“Let's find out,” Frank returned cautiously. 

Beaching the canoes, the boys unloaded their gear 
and covered everything carefully with stones and brush. 
Then they struck inland. Much of the creek bed was 
filled with reeds and waist-high grass. Both banks were 
thickly forested. 

A mile of walking brought them to a wide clearing 
which was becoming overgrown. 

“Look! There they are!” Joe cried out. 

The grave houses which Jess had described stood at 
scattered points about the area. 

“This is it, all right,” Frank declared, grinning. “The 
Indian burial ground!” Most of the small log structures 
were half-rotten and falling apart with age. 

“Come on! Let’s see what’s inside them!” Joe 
exclaimed. He ran to a rickety structure and stepped 
inside. “‘Oh!” he whispered. “Look at that!” 

Frank, Ted, and Fleetfoot also stopped short and 
stared at the macabre spectacle. Grey, crumbling bones 
lay scattered beside a shallow open grave in the dirt 
floor. Fleetfoot stared at them fearfully. Then his eyes 
roved to a mouldy wooden chest, which stood open 
nearby. It had apparently been lifted off the grave. 

Joe glanced inside the chest and announced that it 
contained only a stone knife and a few small trinkets. 

“‘Someone’s been here before us,” Frank muttered. 

“Maybe this is one of the grave houses the prospectors 
looted back in Jess Jenkins’s time,” Joe suggested. 

Frank shook his head. “I’m sure the grave hasn’t 
been open that long.” 
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One by one, they checked the other grave houses in 
the area. All had been rifled. 

“Guess we're too late.” Ted Sewell sighed. 

“Maybe not,” Joe said hopefully. “There’s another 
one over there, among the trees. The door hasn't even 
been opened. Let’s take a look.” 

The boys hurried over to inspect it, and found that 
the door gave way easily to the first blow from a rifle 
butt. Inside, the dirt floor was untouched, and on it 
was a wooden chest, similar to the first, falling to 
pieces with age. A few streaks of blue and red paint still 
clung to its rotting surface. 

“Flurry! Open it!” Ted blurted out. 

Frank whipped out his knife. As he inserted the blade 
under the lid, the others watched breathlessly, wonder- 
ing what they would find inside. 
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Buried Treasure 


‘Tue um of the old chest creaked as Frank prised it open. 
Then Joe let out a whistle of awe. 

‘Jumpin’ fishhooks! Will you look at that!” 

The chest was heaped with jade necklaces, copper 
arm bands, delicate ivory figures carved from walrus 
tusks, and Oriental bowls fashioned of hammered 
metal. The boys’ eyes bulged as Frank scooped out 
piece after piece and held it up for inspection. 

“T'll bet this stuff’s worth a fortune!” Ted gasped. 

“Museums would probably pay plenty for it,” Frank 


agreed. 

“Look!” Joe seized one of the jade trinkets. “It’s the 
same bird that was carved on the piece we found in the 
knapsack.” 

“I guess that clinches our deduction about the 
treasure,” Frank said, after carrying the piece out into 
the daylight so he could examine it more carefully. He 

_ added wryly, “We started out on this case as sleuths. 
But what with that dinosaur bone you spotted, Joe, 

__ this seems to be turning into a scientific expedition!” 
Fenton Hardy had often impressed on his two sons 
their responsibility for safeguarding any valuables 
which turned up during a case. Remembering this, Joe 
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asked, “Frank, what are we going to do with this 
treasure? We can’t just leave it here.” 

“I agree,” Frank said. “If we do, it may be stolen 
before the authorities can pick it up.” 

“Why not take the chest with us?” Ted asked. 

“We might be robbed,” Joe objected. “There’s too 
much danger ofa brush with the gang.”” 

“Besides,” Frank pointed out, “I doubt if we have 
the right to carry such treasure out of British Columbia, 
even if we planned to turn it over to the Canadian 
authorities later.” 

After discussing the problem from every angle, the 
boys decided to bury the chest somewhere away from 
the grave houses. Then, at the earliest possible oppor- 
tunity, they would notify the Canadian Mounties of 
their find. 

Both Joe and Frank still were concerned about the 
code message they had intercepted in the singing 
wilderness. In case any of the gang might be spying on 
them, they insisted on combing the trees and brush 
round the burial ground. Even Fleetfoot’s keen eyes, 
however, failed to detect any trace of an enemy. 

Satisfied that no one but themselves had seen the 
treasure, Frank chose a tall cedar as a marker for their 
cache, 

“This should be easy to find again,” he said. “It’s 
much taller than any of the other trees around here.” 

“Okay,” said Ted, “Let’s get the chest.” 

Joe and Fleetfoot, meanwhile, had started back to 
the canoes to fetch a camp spade and some oilskin, 
When they returned, the boys dug a hole alongside the 
cedar, wrapped the chest in oilskin, and after burying 
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is carey replaced the earth, This they covered with 
i Se Ted suggested that they make a final 
search of the area to be certain there was no grave 


house which they might have overlooked. 
“Good idea,” Joe said eagerly. “We might find more 


_ treasure.” 


Fanning out on both sides of the creck bed, the boys 
forced their way through the heavy thickets and peered 
among the dense groves of evergreens. A low call from 
Joe brought the others hurrying to his side. He was 
standing at a point where the forest thinned out into an 
area of semi-swampland. 

“Look!” he pointed to the ground. The soft earth 
showed a clear trail of footprints made by several men. 
‘Two of the sets of prints showed the same circle-and- 
star heelmarks which the Hardys had seen before. 

“The gang’s been here all right,” Frank said in a 
low voice. 

Not far away was a trampled area which looked to 
the young sleuths as if it might have been the scene of a 
meeting. From this spot, most of the prints led back 
towards the river. One set of prints, however, headed 
offin a different direction. 

“Let's follow this set,” Frank suggested. 

The boys proceeded cautiously, alert for any danger. 


Beyond the swamp area, the wilderness thickened again, 


with tangled underbrush pressing so closely on every 
side that single file became necessary. 

Taking the lead, Joe pushed on through the dense 
thickets. Behind him came Fleetfoot, then Ted and 
Frank. 
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Presently the forest thinned out somewhat, and Joe 
halted in surprise. Just ahead, partly screened by the 
trees, stood a cabin. 

Apparently the noise of crashing through the under- 
brush had been heard by the occupants, for the cabin 
door suddenly opened and a man burst out, pointing a 
rifle in their direction. 

‘He had on the striped trousers and boots of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police, but instead of the regulation 
tunic, he wore a checked shirt. 

“Halt!” the man cried. “I see the three of you! Don’t 
move!” 

Just then a second man appeared in the cabin 
doorway. He was tall, bearded and emaciated, and was 
trailing a chain from one ankle. 

“Dad!” Ted gasped. “That other guy’s no Mountie 
—he’sa phony!” 

In his excitement Ted would have rushed forward, 
in spite of the uniformed man’s levelled rifle. Joe, 
however, grabbed his arm and held him back. 

In a low whisper Joe called to his brother, who was 
still concealed from the view of the rifleman, “Sneak up 
on him from the rear, Frank!” 

Without another word, the older Hardy dropped on 
his hands and.knees, worked his way back to denser 
cover, and circled the cabin. In a few minutes he 
approached it from the rear as the gunman barked: 

“Okay, you boy heroes! Move forward with your 
hands high!” 

By this time Frank was peering round the corner of 
the cabin. Joe moved forward, very slowly, giving his 
brother time to act. ] 
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“Come on, there!” the man cried angrily, “I ain’t 
"got all day!” sf 
_ Frank, meanwhile, tiptoed up behind the man, 

hardly daring to breathe, lest he give himself away. 
Joe, Ted, and Fleetfoot looked on tensely as they 
approached, hands in the air. 

Frank was now directly behind the phony Mountie! 

“Ha—ha,” the thug jeered. “The boss said I might 
_ get company. Now step— Ugh!” 

‘The words choked off suddenly as Frank crooked 
one arm round the man’s windpipe, and snatched the 
rifle away with the other. The man whirled and fought 
like a wildcat, but Frank wrestled him to the ground. 

"Joe and Fleetfoot, rushing forward, quickly helped to 
subdue the scoundrel. 

“All right! On your feet!” Frank snapped, stepping 
back and covering the “Mountie” with his own rifle. 
Muttering, the prisoner obeyed. 

Ted, meanwhile, was having a joyful reunion with 
his father. “I can hardly believe it’s you, son!” Mr 
Sewell said huskily, as he and Ted hugged each other. 
“This is too good to be true!” 

“Tt is true, Dad! And we'll soon have that chain off!” 

Frank ordered the impostor to surrender the key to 
"Joe, who quickly unlocked the shackle from Mr Sewell’s 
“ankle, The wildlife expert then told his story. He had 
discovered the same “singing wilderness” which the 
“boys had come across later. 

“TI couldn’t figure out who was broadcasting,” Mr 
"Sewell related, “but I decided to report the matter to 
“Juneau. Before I could do so, several men jumped me 
ao behind. They brought me upriver in a boat, and 
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then marched me inland to this cabin. I’ve been chained 
up here ever since.” 

Frank wanted to ask if Mr Sewell had heard the gang 
mention anything about the lost rocket, but decided 
against it. “(No sense in letting our prisoner in on what 
we know,” he thought. Turning to Fleetfoot, hedirected, 
“Take this fellow away from the cabin and keep him 
covered, will you?” The Indian nodded, borrowed 
Ted’s rifle, and herded the captive out of earshot. 

Then Frank turned back to Mr Sewell. “We believe 
this gang may be led by foreigners, but that phony 
“Mountie” speaks like an American. Any idea who he 
ise? 

Mr Sewell shook his head. “I don’t even know the 
fellow’s name. The other men called him ‘Watchdog.’ 
However, from his accent, I’d say he comes from 
Chicago!” 

The Hardys gave Mr Sewell a quick summary of the 
whole case to date, including their finding of the Indian 
treasure at the burial ground. The naturalist was 
astounded, but could offer no solution to the mystery. 

“The men who captured me were careful not to say 
anything which might give me a clue,” he explained. 
“However, I once overheard them mention the word 
‘totem’.”” 

“Meaning what, do you suppose?” Joe asked, “A 
totem pole?” 

“Probably so, Perhaps they’re using one as a land- 
mark.” 

“It may mark the spot where they’ve hidden the loot 
from the Indian grave houses,” Frank conjectured. 

Ted’s father had been fed little more than scraps of 
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food during his captivity, and was obviously in need of 
nourishment. The boys, too, were growing extremely 
hungry, so they prepared a meal from the gang’s 
supplies in the cabin. 

Afterwards, they started back towards the river with 
their prisoner. Twice during the trek Watchdog tried 
to escape, but each time the boys quickly forced him 
back on the trail. 

They were halfway to the river when a strange shrill 
birdcall suddenly shattered the silence of the forest. 

“Hey! Where'd that come from?” Joe exclaimed as 
he and the others looked around, scanning the branches 
of the nearby trees. 

‘Mr Sewell was particularly puzzled. “I’ve never 
heard a birdcall like that!” he declared. “I wonder—” 

His words broke off at a shout of dismay from Frank. 
“The prisoner! He’s gone!” 
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The Totem’s Secret 


Frank and Joe glanced about in consternation, 
Watchdog had vanished as suddenly as the strange 
birdcalll had stopped! 

“Where'd he go?” asked Ted, bewildered by the 
unexpected turn in their luck. 

“Search me,” Joe replied sheepishly. 

Frank now was red-faced with anger. “It was a trick! 
We were caught flat-footed!” 

Mr Sewell had to concur. “Watchdog is a ventrilo- 
quist,” he told the chagrined boys. “He used to practise 
at the cabin to pass the time.” 

“I get it!” Joe exclaimed. “He projected that birdcall, 
and while we were gawking around, he sneaked off!” 

“And we fell for it,” Ted said glumly. 

But Fleetfoot seemed unperturbed. As everyone 
glanced about for a sign of their escaped captive, the 
Indian boy announced confidently, “Me find him.” 
He scanned the bushes on all sides. The Hardys looked 
too, but could find no sign of the fugitive. 

Then suddenly Fleetfoot straightened up and pointed 
to the right. “Bad man go that way. See footprints.” 

‘The youth started off at a quick lope, Frank and Joe 
at his heels. Ted and his father hurried along behind 
them. The searchers moved quietly, every sense alert. 
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“I hope Fleetfoot knows what he’s doing,” Frank 
said over his shoulder to Joe. “This might be a plan by 
the gang to ambush alll of us.”” 

‘As he spoke, the Indian boy stopped and raised his 

_ right hand. The searchers came to a halt. Fleetfoot 

_ beckoned them forward and pointed to a massive rock 

formation which loomed up on one side of a creek bed. 

At the foot of it was a black, gaping hole, obviously the 

_ entrance to a cave. 

“Is that where he went?” Frank asked. The Indian 
boy showed his white teeth in a smile that said “Yes.” 

“How are we going to flush him?” Ted wanted to 

_ know. 

Frank was worried that the cave might have an exit 
as well. “T’ll scout round the back of those rocks to see 
ifthere’s a way out.” 

Frank had gone only three fect when a hoarse cry 
emitted from the opening in the rocks! The ceric sound 
made the hair stand up on the back of Joe’s neck. Even 
Fleetfoot was startled. 

The weird cry issued forth again. Frank and Joe 
screwed up their courage anddrewclosertothe black hole, 
All at once the head and shoulders of a man ap- 
peared. Crawling on all fours, he scrambled out of the 
_ cave like a beaten animal. 
“Watchdog!” Frank yelled. 

The fugitive sprang to his feet and rushed forward 

in headlong flight. As Frank and Joe converged upon 

him, Watchdog tripped on a root and fell violently to 

"the ground with a thud. 

“Got you!” Frank cried. He grasped Watchdog’s 
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Then, just as suddenly, Frank sprang off his prisoner, 
“Whew!” he exclaimed, sniffing. “Skunk!” 

“How right you are!” Joe made a face and held his 
nose. 

Inspite of the gravity of the situation, everyone except 
the prisoner, who lay half stunned and gasping for 
breath, burst out laughing. 

“There comes friend!” Fleetfoot pointed to the cave 
entrance. A small black animal with a white streak 
down his back poked his nose out, looked about disdain- 
fully, and walked off sedately into the underbrush. 

“Mr Polecat deserves a medal!” Joe said, doubling 
over with mirth. 

“But what about Wat ?” Ted grinned. “How 
can we travel with a smell like that?” 

Hearing his name, the prisoner pulled himself up to 
a sitting position and glanced groggily about. 

“You—you got to help me,” he said weakly. “I can’t 
wear these clothes any longer.” 

“Come on. A bath will do it,” Frank said. He and 
Joe led Watchdog to a nearby creck. 

“Jump in,” Frank ordered, unable to suppress a wry 
smile. “Clothes and all.” 

Watchdog obliged. He dived into the water and 
splashed about, at the same time emitting uncompli- 
mentary remarks both about the skunk and his captors. 

“Be careful what you say,” Joe called, obviously 
enjoying the thug’s discomfiture. “Or we'll put you 
back in that cave.” ] 

“Pll get even for this.” Watchdog glowered, as he 
stepped from the creck and wrung the water from his 
clothes. 
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“We didn’t plant the skunk there,” Ted needled 
- their prisoner. 
___ Mr Sewell could not suppress a grin as he added, 
| “You certainly picked the wrong hiding place!” 

Frank then turned to their prisoner. “Just to see that 
you don’t try any more tricks, we'll keep you close to 
us!” 

“Hey, not too close,” Joe begged, as Frank pulled off 

_ his belt and tied Watchdog’s hands securely behind him, 

“Now listen,” Frank told him sternly, “we'll travel in 

t single file. You stay five paces behind me—Joe, you 
keep about the same distance behind this guy.”” 

_ Anxious not to lose any more time, the group pro- 

_ ceeded to the river at a brisk pace. Here the canoes were 

—- and reloaded. Frank retrieved his belt while 
Joe rebound the prisoner’s hands with rope. Then he 

was placed in the bottom of one of the canoes and 
covered with a piece of tarpaulin, in case other members 
of his gang should appear along the way. 

“We ought to report what’s happened,” Joe said. 
“Do you think we can raise Juneau on the radio?” 

Frank set to work immediately, but after hoisting the 
aerial, he could get only static over his headset. 
“Terrific interference,” he told Joe. “Sounds as if 

jere’s some electrical device here in the woods.” 

“Like what?” Ted asked. 

“Perhaps someone else has a powerful radio,” Mr 
Sewell putin. 

_ Joe winked at his brother. “Maybe a dentist has an 
office nearby,” he said. 

Frank gave his brother a thump on the arm. “Spare 

the corny jokes, brother!” 
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The lighthearted attitude of the Hardys continued 
after they had launched their canoe into the stream. 
With Ted and his father paddling alongside them, 
Frank and Joe fairly shot along with the rapid current. 

“Boy, this is what I call fun!” Joe exulted as they 
sped through the foaming rapids. 

A short time later Joe cried out, “Goodbye, Canada. 
Hello, Alaska!” 

They crossed the boundary line at a rapid pace and 
mile after mile went by under the swift stroke of their — 
paddles. At seven o'clock they beached their canoes 
long enough to eat supper. 

“Frank,” Joe said, his eyes dancing, “you can hand ~ 
feed Skunkie Boy over there. I wouldn’t advise untying 
him again.” 

“T caught him, so I guess I’m stuck with him.” Frank 
grinned and moved over to where the-prisoner lay in 
the canoe, 

“Sit up,” Frank said. “I'll feed you your beans. © 
Watch your manners.” 

Watchdog chewed glumly as Frank fed him his ; 
supper. 

“If you want room service during the night,” Frank 
jested, “just push the button.” ; 

‘The sinister outline of Devil’s Paw looming in the | 
distance, however, brought the boys back to awareness 
of their grim situation. 

“Are we going to camp here tonight?” Ted queried. 

After a hasty conference, both the Hardys and Mr 
Sewell decided against such a move, 

“We ought to get our prisoner back safely to Juneau 
as soon as possible,” the woodsman suggested. 
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Frank and Joe agreed. “Suppose you and Ted take 
him along,” Frank said. 

“And leave you here?” 

“The three of us will be safe enough,” he assured the 
Sewells. 

Joe declared that they should at least stop at the 
enemy’s camp long enough to see whether Robbie had 
returned to the helicopter. 

“All right,” Mr Sewell acceded. “Ted and I will go 
on and report everything that has happened, but be 
careful, won’t you?” 

Tt was still daylight by the time the adventurers re- 
embarked and reached the point on the west bank of 
the river near the trail which led to the camp at Devil’s 
Paw. Here the Hardys made another attempt to get in 
touch with Juneau by radio. This time the static was 
even louder, 

“Boy! This is a real mystery!” Joe removed his 
headphones. “We're getting interference from some- 
thing really powerful.” 

‘The Sewells stopped along the riverbank to say 
goodbye, then paddled out of sight along the foaming 
river. After they had gone, Frank, Joe, and Fleetfoot 

_ turned their attention to the job of hiding the two 

remaining canoes and their supplies. 

_ Joe suggested that they also check on the fuel cans 
_ which they had hidden earlier. They found them still 
_ in place and Fleetfoot reported no footprints were in 
_ evidence nearby. 

Once again the three companions followed the 
- beatentrail up themountainsidetothecamp. Dodging be- 
hind the trees and peering from beneath the bushes, the 
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2 
boys silently approached the area. Nobody wasin sight. — 

Suddenly Joe clutched his brother’s arm. “Look over : 
there,” he said. 

“What do you know about that? Robbie’s sweater!” 

The three boys stepped forward to examine it. It was 
a blue garment with red trim. The way it lay on the 
ground, however, made Frank suspect that it had not 
been casually dropped. 

“Look!” he said, and indicated the left arm of the 
sweater. “See how the sleeve is pointing, Joe.”” 

“That was done on purpose!”” 

“Of course. Robbie put this here to give us direc- 
tions.” 

Fleetfoot spoke up approvingly. “Robbie like good 
Indian. He give sign.” 

The sweater arm pointed south-west over an area of 
rock and shale. The ground was too hard to reveal any 
footprints. 

Frank and Joe left the sweater untouched as a safety 
precaution, in case they lost their way and wanted to 
find the trail again. Then they set off with Fleetfoot. 
Gradually the ground sloped away to a heavily wooded 
valley. Just before the edge of the forest, Fleetfoot’s keen. 
eyes noted several sets of footprints heading in their 
general direction. 

“We go right way,” he said. 

With extreme caution, the three boys pushed their 
way among the pines and underbrush. The forest was 
wrapped in a brooding silence. The setting sun shone 
blood-red over the hills. 

The Hardys and their Indian friend continued on 
through the towering trees. Frank was the first to step 
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into a small clearing. Silently he beckoned to the others. 

“What's the matter?” said Joe, whispering into his 

brother’s ear. 

“Over there, next to that leaning pine tree.” 

Joe cupped his hands over his eyes to keep out the 

sun’s glare. 
“By golly, Frank, that’s a thunderbird!” 
‘The figure stood out above the tall grass and when 
Fleetfoot saw it, he said, “It top of totem pole.” 

Advancing cautiously, the boys came upon a ten-foot 
post, with angry-looking faces of salmon, bears, and sea 
otters with bared fangs. 

At the top of the totem, a thunderbird leered down at 
them with outspread wings. Though badly weather- 
beaten, the pole still showed traces of red, yellow, and 

blue paint. 

Frank and Joe discussed their find in muted voices. 

“Could the pole be just a landmark?” Joe wanted to 

know. 

“T’m sure it’s more than that,” Frank reasoned, 

“because the footprints led directly to it. This thunder- 
bird totem must be of some special importance.”* 

‘The Indian boy’s hands were already moving over 
the carved images. He turned to grin at his two 
companions. “Sometime totem pole hide important 
message.” Fleetfoot next felt round the indented mouth 
of the salmon. 

“No message here,” he said, disappointed. 

Joe glanced up. “What about the thunderbird? 
Could that have a message in it?” 

Fleetfoot shrugged. Whereupon Joe said, “Come on, 
~~ give mea lift, I’ll take a look for myself.” 
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Frank cupped his hands together waist-high, and 
‘Joc placed his right foot in the hand stirrup. 

“Up you go!” Frank gave Joe a strong boost. 

Joc defily put a foot on either of his brother’s 
shoulders, He was now high enough to reach the 
thunderbird, 

“Look in the beak,” Fleetfoot said. 

“False alarm,” Joe reported. “The bird doesn’t have 
a message and—Hey! Look out, Frank! Don’t wiggle 
like that!” 

His brother had moved slightly to slap at a mosquito, 
and in doing so had thrown Joe off balance. He pitched 
to one side, brushing against the right wing of the 
thunderbird, I fel off “Look out, below!” Joe cried 
out. He hit the ground with a thud. The wing just 
missed his head. 

“You hurt?” Fleetfoot asked. 

“Y’m all right,” Joe said, getting up and rubbing his 
thigh. “But look at the totem pole. I guess I’ve ruined 
it” 

The three boys glanced up to the place where the 
wing had been ripped off the towering figure. 

Fleetfoot looked surprised. “That meant to come off, 
Look! Hole in totem pole!”” 

“Jumping salmon!” Joe exclaimed. “Let’s take a 
ook.” 

This time Frank was hoisted to the shoulders of Joe 
and the Indian boy, who stood side by side. Tense with 
excitement, Frank planted his feet firmly on their 
shoulders, then on tiptoe, reached up into the opening. 

“Hey, fellows!” he cried out. ““There’s something in 
here!” 
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_ more important 


Joe and Fleetfoot stared upwards as Frank withdrew 
his hand from the opening in the totem pole. 

“What did you find?” Joe called. 

“A canvas sack. And is it heavy!” 

‘When Frank had pulled the large sack free of the 
hole, he leaped nimbly to the ground with it. Then, 
quickly loosening the drawstring, he dumped the bag’s 
contents on to the ground. 

“Look at that!” Joe cried out. “More treasure!” 

“From grave houses!” Fleetfoot declared instantly. 
He picked up several of the ornaments and examined 
them curiously. 

Frank spoke up. “Joe, this stuff must be priceless! I'll 
bet there’s nothing like it, even in the Alaska Historical 
Museum!” 

‘Joe reflected for a moment. “Do you suppose Robbie 
pointed his sweater this way to lead us to the thunder- 
bird’s cache?” 

“I doubt it,” Frank said. “Robbie was probably 
interested only in where he was going—or being taken.” 

“And we don’t know where that is yet.” Joe’s voice 
held a determined ring. 

“Treasure or no,” Frank said, “Robbie's safety is 
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“What'll we do with this stuff, Frank? Carry it with 
us?” 4 

“No, it’s too heavy.” 

Fleetfoot had a suggestion. “We bury this, too, like 
other stuff. But first we must put back thunderbird’s 

Standing on Frank’s shoulder, Joe quickly replaced 
the wing, covering the opening in the totem as it was 
before. Fleetfoot, meanwhile, had found a cleft between 
two rocks. The boys laid their new treasure in the 
depression, covering it with a layer of brush, then a 
rotted tree limb which lay nearby. 

With the artifacts concealed, the three companions 
trekked on, following the same direction as before. Ten 
minutes later Frank, in the lead, came upon a sapling 
with the lower branch freshly broken. “Fleetfoot! Joe! 
‘Look here! A marker!” 

“You right,” the Indian said, admiring his friend’s 
knowledge of tracking. 

“This means a change of direction, doesn’t it?” Joe 
asked. 

“Exactly,” Frank replied. “Robbie was on his toes 
all right.” 

‘Judging from the sticky sap which still oozed from 
the wound in the branch, the Hardy boys deduced that 
ithad been broken only a short time before. 

“We'd better be quieter than ever,” Frank warned. 

The boys alternated in taking the lead as they pushed 
through the dense underbrush, Intently they tried to 
avoid stepping on twigs and fallen branches so as not to 
betray their presence. 

As they climbed a low rise of ground, Fleetfoot 
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motioned to the Hardys to stop and listen. The brothers 
put their ears to the ground. 

“Someone’s walking up ahead,” Frank whispered. 

“Yes, Many feet,” the Indian said. “We must be 
careful.” 

Creeping forward on knees and elbows, Frank, Joe, 
and Fleetfoot inched to the top of the knoll. There, 
completely hidden by foliage, they looked down into a 
little ravine. Below them was a group of men going 
through mysterious motions! 

“One, two, four—six of them,” Joe counted to 
himself. 

In their hands all of the men held long poles which 
they were moving back and forth over the ground and 
bushes. 

Frank leaned close to his brother. “Mine detectors!”” 
he exclaimed in a whisper. 

“No wonder our radio’s been full of static!” Joe 
whispered back. “These guys must have been pretty 
close to us all the time.” 

Frank touched Fleetfoot on the shoulder and 
motioned for him to withdraw. The three boys ducked 
below the brow of the hill. In an undertone Frank 
quickly explained the situation to Fleetfoot. 

“Tt’s the rocket they’re looking for all right,” he said. 

“And it’s not dark yet,” Joe remarked. “They must 
be getting desperate to find it.” 

The brothers quizzed the Indian boy on whether he 
had seen the men use these mine detectors the night he 
crossed the river to investigate the flickering 
lights. 

“No use them then,” Fleetfoot replied. 
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“But where’s Robbie?” Joe whispered. “You don’t. 
suppose they’ve—” 

“I don’t think they'd harm him,” Frank said. 
“Robbie is their ace in the hole—they might need him 
in case they have to escape by helicopter.” 

“We'd better take a closer look,” Joe suggested. 

“Follow me,” Fleetfoot said. 

ling on their Indian friend’s acute sense of 
direction, the boys hunched low and crept after him in 
a circuitous route which led down to one end of the 
ravine. Then, darting from tree to tree in the deepening 
evening shadows, the three boys approached nearer to 
the six men. 

Joe put his mouth close to his brother’s ear. “I'll bet — 
you they're foreigners.” 
However, both he and Frank were startled when one 
of the men straightened up and leaned on his detector. 
“What a wild-goose chase!” the man said. He wore 
khaki trousers and shirt to match, open at the neck. A 
dark-green woodsman’s cap was pulled low over his 


; 
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eyes. 

“Yeah,” another man said. “It doesn’t make sense, 
What could they drop out of an aeroplane that was so 
valuable?” 

“Oh, them foreigners don’t give you any answers,” 

a third man spoke up. “They're pretty clever, and after 
all, they’re payin’ us enough.”” 

“Not enough to keep this poor guy tied up,” another 
of their members called from across the glen. Then he 
sang out, “Say how are you, skipper?” 

A voice sounded from behind a large tree ten yards 
ahead of the Hardys. “Let me go, will you, fellows? 
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Maybe I can help you out of the mess you're in.” 
“Robbie!” Frank whispered. 
“And these fellows are Americans!” Joe said. 
“I don’t get it! Where did the foreigners go?” 
“I don’t know that,” his brother replied. “But I 
believe these men are working for the gang. Maybe we 
can persuade them to come over on our side.” 

Fleetfoot, who had pressed close to the brothers, 
whispered, “No. Don’t do that. These men no good. 
Loafers. Hang around dock at Ketchikan.” 

Frank and Joe decided to take their friend’s advice, 
Even though the men who were scouring the woods 
with the mine detectors might not be out-and-out 
criminals, still the capture of the Hardys might be a 
feather in their cap. 

“They might even hold us for ransom,” Joe said. 

Frank thought they could free Robbie and make a 
getaway by stealth. Fortunately, the six searchers 
moved farther from the spot where the captive pilot 
sat. 

“Easy now!” Joe cautioned the others. “Don’t scare 
_ Robbie. He might yell!” 

The three companions inched along the ground, 
using every blade of tall grass as cover until they came 
up behind the tree from which Robbie’s voice had 
emanated. 

“Robbie! Robbie!” Frank whispered hoarsely. 

“Wha—!” 

“she? 

But Robbie’s startled outcry had alerted the fellow 
with the green cap. “What'd you say, skipper?” 

“Why don’t you let me go?” Robbie called back 
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promptly. Then in a hushed voice, he added, “Frank, 
Joc! Is that you?” 

“Yes,” Frank whispered. “Be quiet. We're trying to 
get you out of here.” | 

Frank peered round the side of the tree. Robbie's 
hands were tied behind his back and his ankles were 
bound with leather thongs. { 

“Lie down,” Frank said, “and stretch out as if you’re 
taking a nap.” 

Robbie did as he was instructed, holding his wrists 
and ankles close to the sides of the tree. In the dim light 
the hands of Frank and Joe were barely visible as they 
cached round to out the bonds of the helicopterpilota 

Robbie moved his arms and legs slowly to restore the _ 
circulation. This accomplished, he slithered round the _ 
tree; timoticed by. the gang, Then;. with thence aa 
shield, he stood up. Fleetfoot motioned the three to 
follow and they set off at a rapid pace through the 
underbrush. 

At first Robbie had difficulty keeping up with the 
boys because of cramps in his legs. These, however, — 
were soon worked out as he jogged swiftly along beside 
his rescuers. 

Now the boys were breathing hard as they hurried 
through the tangled woods. Part of the story of what had 
happened came out when, panting, the four stopped for 
ashort rest. 

“They haven't discovered you're missing yet," Joe 
said, Then he added, “Who are those fellows, Robbie?” 

“Renegades from down the coast somewhere. 
They're working for those foreigners. Oh, I'd like to 
get my hands on that guy who kidnapped me!” 
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“What was his name?” asked Frank. 

“Remus—or something like that.”” 

“Remo Stransky!” Frank exclaimed, recalling his 
hunch, 

“You were right,” Joe said. “How did he get away 
with it?” he asked the pilot. 

“Pushed a gun in my back just as I was about to take 

off for the glacier to pick up you boys.” 

“But what about the package dropped to us by the 
_ plane?” Joe asked, perplexed. 

“Remo bragged that a friend would do that,” 
Robbie told them, ‘just to throw you off the trail.” 
“Did you write the note?” 

“Yes, I was forced to.” 

‘Now Fleetfoot spoke up. “You know what these men 

look for?” 

“No. Not exactly. Something very important.” 
Robbie told them that his foreign captors insisted 
that one of their country’s aeroplanes had dropped 

valuable cargo by mistake. The United States govern- 
ment wouldn’t co-operate in helping them find it, they 
had claimed. “So,” concluded Robbie, “they decided 
to take matters into their own hands.” 

“What a phony story!” Joe declared. “I'll bet a 

riverful of salmon they're looking for that rocket.”” 
Just then shouts of angry men echoed through the 
_ darkening woods. 

“They've found out you've escaped!” said Frank, 
“Come on! Let’s go!” 

Like a slender brown ghost, Fleetfoot led them 
racing through the woodlands along a trail barely 
perceptible in the gloom. Five minutes later the 
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angry cries of their pursuers were lost in the distance. 

“We've shaken them,” Joe said. 

“Don’t be too sure,” his brother cautioned. He 
turned to Robbie. “Do they have a radio?” 

“Yes. A strong transmitting set.” 

“Then they'll report this to Stransky,” Frank said. 
“We've got to be extra careful.” 

The four jogged along at an easier pace and the 
helicopter pilot told more of his story. “The foreign 
gang, hunting for this lost valuable in the woodlands, 
had come upon the Indian grave houses and rifled 
them.” 

Robbie related that hedid manage to drop his sweater 
and break the tree branch to mark the trail without his 
captors noticing. “They got careless about watching 
me,” he went on. “Too busy looking for a spot to stash 
the loot.” 

Frank interrupted. “They found it—in the thunder- 
bird totem.” 

Robbie was amazed. “How'd you find out?” 

The Hardys gave him a brief account of Joe's — 
accidental discovery. The gang, Robbie said, had also 
come upon the hiding place by chance. “And that 
salmon-poaching business,” he added, “was just a 
cover-up for this giant search.” 

‘The pilot was delighted to hear that the boys had 
brought cans of aircraft fuel and hidden them near the _ 
riverbank. 

“We'll be there soon,” Frank declared. 

It was decided that the boys would leave their canoes, — 
as well as the treasure, hidden, and take off with Robbie 
in the helicopter. 
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“Now that we know where these fellows are,” he 

said, ‘‘a flying police squad can help us round them up.” 

’ Skirting Devil’s Paw at a safe distance, the four made 

their way down the steep slope towards Robbie's 

helicopter. The moon had come up, and cast a luminous 
glow on the sides of the craft. 

“Well, here she is safe and sound,” Robbie said, 
putting his foot on a rung at the side of the helicopter. 
He was just about to lift himself up to the cabin when a 
sudden swishing sound filled the air. Frank, Joe and 

Fleetfoot, poised behind the pilot, whirled round. 
; “Look out, Frank!” Joe called as he saw the dim 
figures of five men leap suddenly out from the shadow 
ofa boulder. 
At the same time a large fish net fell over the heads 
_ and shoulders of Frank and the Indian boy! 


-20- 
Aerial Roundup 


Worn cries and whoops the five attackers rushed upon 
the boys. Frank and Fleetfoot, entangled in the net, 
could offer little resistance as the assailants fought to 
subdue Joe and Robbie. Both retaliated furiously, but 
the odds were insurmountable. 

In five minutes all four companions lay exhausted on 
the ground. Their hands had been tied behind them by 
the gloating victors. 

‘As one of the gang examined the bonds, he rasped in 
English, “Nice work with the net, Igor. We got ’em all. 
Herd ’em together and tie the seine round the bunch. 
We have our fish.” 

“Remo Stransky!” Joe lunged out at him, but in 
vain, Stransky stepped back and laughed in the youth’s 
face. 

“Save your strength!” he taunted. “This seine is 
made of your American nylon and is quite unbreak- 
able.” 

“You won't get away with this,” Frank cried out. 

“Ah, we will.” Stransky’s lips curled gloatingly. “You 
Hardys and your two foolish friends here will never 
leave the forest alive to warn the police!”” : 

“Don’t be too sure of that!” Frank gritted. “What- 
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ever happens to us, Stransky, you and your gang will 
be caught.” 
The foreign ringleader threw back his head and 
Taughed harshly. “I’ll say this much for you Hardys, 
you never give up. I realize that you and your helpers 
have found out a great deal, too much in fact, but 
understand this, my countrymen and I will not be 
cheated of success!” 
The Hardys, Robbie, and Fleetfoot were searched 
and their hunting knives taken away. 
. “We'll relieve you of these,” Stransky said with a 
sneer. “So you can’t cut your way to freedom.” Then 
_ he spoke into a small walkie-talkie handed to him by 
one of his henchmen. 
“Okay, my American allies,” he said. “We have 
snared the Hardys and the others. You will get a bonus 
- for this.” Then he added, “Keep on looking there until I 
_ instruct you further.” 
Stransky turned to his captives. “Come now,” he 
said, prodding Frank. “We have no time to waste.” 
| To his henchmen, Stransky gave crisp orders. Two 
of them immediately jerked the prisoners round and 
headed them towards the trail leading up to the Devil’s 
Paw camp. The boys stumbled along. Once Robbie 
fell to the ground and was roughly yanked to his fect. 
Straining and sweating, he and the boys were half 
dragged, half shoved along the rocky trail. It was dark 
by the time they reached the camp, where the four 
captives were pushed to the ground. 
Stransky spoke again into the walkie-talkie. “‘As- 
semble at camp, men!” 
Frank and Joe, though most uncomfortable, wel- 
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comed the opportunity to lie down. Huddled with 
Fleetfoot and Robbie, they were parched and hungry. 

“This is outrageous!” Robbie muttered, Struggling 
to his feet, he thrashed about in a vain attempt to break 
the nylon strands. 

“Calm yourself,” Stransky called out with a hoarse 
laugh. Then he directed one of his men, “Guard them 
closely, so they don’t escape while we prepare supper.” 

The guard, who spoke English, as well as Stransky’s 
native tongue, stretched down on the ground beside the 
prisoners. He taunted the Hardys. “I understand you 
found the boss’s knapsack. A lot of good it did 
you!” 

“How did you know that?” Frank asked. 

“One of our spies in Juneau found out.” The guard 
laughed raucously, “Fish! Salmon in the seine! Ha— 
ha—ha!” ; 

“You'll laugh out of the other side of your mouth,” 
Joe muttered. “Just wait.” 

“Quiet!” 

“What do you intend to do with us?” Frank asked. 

“What usually happens to unwanted fish?” the ) 
fellow taunted with obvious enjoyment of the Hardys’ | 
discomfort, “You throw them into the ocean.” Then he 
chortled and relaxed in the high grass. : 

His compatriots, meanwhile, had started a roaring 
campfire. The light flickered over the faces of the four 
prisoners who reclined glumly in the shadow of some 
tall bushes, ; 

About twenty minutes later the pounds benst ia 
footsteps crashing through the woods brought the 
Hardys alert. 
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“Joe! Maybe it’s a rescue party!” Frank said. 

But the boys were doomed to disappointment, for 
into the circle of firelight stepped the gang’s American 
henchmen carrying their mine detectors. 

“So you caught ’em, ch?” said the man with the 
green cap. 

“Yeah,” another chuckled. “I hear those Hardys are 
just a couple of amateur detectives.” 

“Boy, I wish Dad were here now,” Joe thought, 
furious. “We'd show ’em who are amateurs.” 

To add to the misery of the trapped quartet, their 
captors brought a steaming tin of stew to the guard. 
The aroma wafted to their nostrils, causing their 
mouths to water. But they remained silent, determined 
to ask no favours. 

Soon the group round the campfire were eating and 
joking loudly. 

“Now that the Hardys and their friends are tied up,” 
Stransky said, “we can go ahead in our search without 
any more trouble from those interlopers.”” 

“What about the reinforcements, boss?” 

“They're on the way,” Stransky replied. “They'll 
skip past Prito and his fat friend tonight. With ten 
more fellows helping, you should find that—er—lost 
cargo in no time.” 

Frank and Joe exchanged glances of alarm. If they 
could only warn Chet and Tony of the impending 
peril! “It looks as if it’s curtains for all of us!” Joe 
whispered glumly. The Hardys’ hope was fading like 
the flickering flames of the campfire. 

With the meal over, the captives and their guard 
were swallowed up in the shadows. Frank had even 


Tn ee 7 
a 
456 THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL’s PAW 


started to doze when suddenly he was snapped to. 
consciousness by the sudden sound of: 

Oomph! 

Startled, the Hardys saw to their astonishment that 
it was their guard who had uttered the sound! This was 
followed by the crack of fist meeting jaw. Then there 
was silence. Frank and Joe, as well as Robbie and 
Fleetfoot, stared into the gloom. 

Suddenly a voice close to them whispered, “How’re 
you fellows? All right?” 

“Chet?” Frank gasped in disbelief. “Are you alone?” 

“No, I’m here too,” came another voice. 

“Tony!” Joe said in muffled but joyful tones. 

“Well, we took care of that guy for a while,” said 
(tes “[ jumped on- his middle, then Tony socked 


eee Fleetfoot said. 

“You bet!” Robbie spoke up. “Hope you brought a 
sharp knife.” 

“Right here. I'll have you out in a jiffy.” Tony 
glanced quickly at the men about the campfire. Some 
were now asleep, others were lolling about. Desultory 
chatter muffled the sound of Tony’s knife as it cut 
through the strands of the seine. 

“There,” he said finally, “You're free. Let’s get out 
ofhere,.”” 

“Where to?” asked Chet. 

“Robbie's ’copter,” replied Frank. “I think we can 
make it this time.” 

Tony held out a small compass attached to his belt. 
‘The luminous face gave the group their bearings. Then, 
with Fleetfoot in the lead, the six stealthily crept away. 


THE MYSTERY AT DEVIL’s PAW 457 


Keeping tensely on the alert for signs of detection 
from the enemy, they proceeded for some time in dead 
silence. Finally, feeling they were safely out of earshot, 
Joe asked Chet and Tony, “How'd you find us, 
fellows?” 

“Easy,” Tony said. “We spotted that campfire a 
mile away.” 

As the boys walked on, Chet told Frank and Joc how 
they had become worried about their friends’ long 
absence, 

“Tony got half a dozen guards as replacements to 
take charge at the island,” he added, “so we could 
come to look for you.” 

Frank slapped the stout boy affectionately on the 
shoulder. Chet’s loyalty was unswerving. 

Once Fleetfoot had found the slope leading to the 
helicopter, the party cautiously traversed the rocky 
terrain. Frank and Joe, with the aid of Tony and Chet, 
carried the cans of petrol from their hiding place. 
Reaching the helicopter, they fuelled it. Robbie, mean- 
while, checked the instrument panel, as Fleetfoot 
looked on with awe. 

“Me get whirlybird ride now?” the Indian boy 

asked. 
Right!” Joe said. “You certainly deserve it!” 
: Preparations for the flight went on under mounting 


tension. Every few moments Frank or Joe glanced up 
at the rocky cliff to see whether or not Stransky’s men 
were pursuing them. 
_ Finally, Robbie announced, “Okay, fellows, we're 
set to go, but I’ve got bad news.” 
What's that?” Joe said. 
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“T can’t take all of you out in one trip. Two must be 
left behind.” 

“Pl stay,” Joe volunteered. 

“Me too,” offered Chet without hesitation. 

Frank protested at first, saying he wanted to stay 
with his brother. But Joe insisted that Frank go back to 
give details of their adventure. 

With snappy salutes, Chet and Joe bade their 
companions farewell. The door of the helicopter closed. 
With a whining sound, the rotors turned, at first slowly, 
then whirring into action. 

Suddenly, above the noise of the rotors, Joe and Chet 
heard a volley of rifle shots ring out from the cliff. 

“Run for cover!” Joe cried out. 

The two boys darted behind a boulder. “Will the 
*copter get off in time?” Joe wondered, his heart pound- 
ing. The lives of Frank and the three others aboard 
were at stake! Breathlessly, Joe and Chet watched as 
the helicopter rose, gained sufficient altitude, and took 
forward flight. The lights of rifle fire still winked on the 
brow of the cliff. In return, the helicopter blinked its 
Tunning lights. 

“Thank goodness!” Joe exclaimed. “They're safe!” 

In the helicopter, meanwhile, Robbie had worked 
feverishly to get out of range of the snipers. Their first 
warning of enemy fire had been a bullet ripping 
through the fuselage close to Frank’s head. 

Now beyond reach of the foreigners’ guns, Frank, 
Tony, and Robbie conferred. “Better contact Juneau 
pronto,” Frank said. 

“Right!” Robbie flicked on the radio. 

It took only a few minutes to relay the urgent 


: 

_ summons. The operator at the seaplane base promised 
to alert the proper authorities, not only in the state of 
Alaska, but also in British Columbia. 

“Now what?” Tony asked. 

i “We'll stand by,” Frank replied. “Shouldn’t take 
ng. 

His conjecture proved correct. In a matter of minutes 
fighter aircraft of both the United States and Canadian 
forces came streaking low over the woods. Robbie had 
pinpointed their location. 

As if by magic, it suddenly turned daylight as 
powerful magnesium flares attached to parachutes 
lighted the entire area. This was followed by more 
billowing chutes—paratroopers! They ringed the area 
__ and their walkie-talkie reports could be heard plainly 
over the radio of the hovering helicopter. 

The action was swift and conclusive. A few scattered 
bursts of machine-gun fire, and the troops had rounded 
up the entire gang. 

“Good show. Better than cowboy movie!” Fleetfoot 
exclaimed. 

The others laughed. Then Frank urged, “Let’s get 
an Army helicopter to go down with us and pick up Joe 
and Chet.” 
Robbie radioed the request and received an affirma- 
__ tivereply. 
“We'll stand by to follow you in,” came the Army 
pilot’s voice. 
q With rotors whirling, Robbie set his craft down at the 
| place where they had left the two boys. Magnesium 
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flares still drifting down from the sky illuminated the 
area. Finally Chet and Joe dashed out from between 
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two large boulders, They reached the helicopter as the 
‘Army craft came in alongside. 

“Frank!” Joe called excitedly as his brother jumped 
down from the helicopter. “We found it! We found it!” 

“What?” Frank asked, running up. 

“The rocket! It made a crater just beyond the place 
where we were hiding.” 

Joe and Chet led the others to the spot. Only part of 
the outer casing could be seen protruding from the 
sandy spot where the rocket had landed. 

“This is it all right!” Robbie declared as he examined 
the words etched into the surface of the outer casing. 

‘Moments later, a colonel from the Air Force joined 
the boys. When told about the find, he quickly swore 
them all to secrecy. 

“You’ve all done your country a tremendous service,” 
he praised the Hardys and their friends, then hastened 
off to radio a coded report to Washington. 

A little later Robbie’s group took off in his helicopter, 
while Joe and Chet boarded the Army helicopter for 
the ride back to Juneau. 

“Wow, what excitement!” Joe exclaimed as he sat 
down. 

At that moment Joc had no way of knowing that more 
excitement was to come the Hardys’ way very soon. In 
their next adventure, The Ghost At Skeleton Rock, the 
two young sleuths are plunged into danger when they 
try to outwit an international ring of lawbreakers, 

The Hardy boys and their friends rendezvoused at 
the air base in Juneau. There, they learned that Remo’s 
reinforcements had been captured at the mouth of the 
Kooniak. Frank and Joe quickly put through a radio 
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of their adventures. 

“Pm mighty proud of you boys,” Fenton Hardy 
said, after hearing the full story. “Are you going back 
for the buried treasure?” 

“Tomorrow, Dad.” 

Just then, Tony Prito brought in more news, which 
was relayed by Frank to Bayport. The prisoner, nick- 
named “Watchdog,” had finally confessed to police 
that his real name was Shad Yawke. He had been hired 
by the Stranskys to terrorize the stream guard on duty 
in the Kooniak. He had also hired the salmon poachers 
to mislead the Hardys, in case they should guess the 

“foreign ring’s true purpose—that of finding the 

rocket. 
Yawke confirmed Frank’s suspicion about the star- 
. heel imprint which the boys had found in so many 
places. It was the trade-mark of a foreign manufacturer 
| whose shoes were worn by the alien gang. 
“A stupid oversight by the Stranskys,” Joe com- 
"mented. 
: The captured henchman admitted, too, the hurling 
_ of the fire bomb and the looting of the Indian grave 
houses by the gang. Further questioning revealed that he 
knew about the ancient Indian paddle, One of the gang 
had taken the blade and subsequently lost it when 
spying on TonyPrito. 
Mr Hardy supplied his sons with additional infor- 
mation about Romo Stransky’s activities. 
“When Romo learned from his twin that Tony was 
sending for you boys,” Mr Hardy related, “‘he started 
buying all those plane seats.” 
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“And was he the truck driver who forced us off the 
road?” 

ese 

“Well, I guess that clears up the mystery, Dad. 
We'll be home soon.” Frank said goodbye and hung 
up. 

At that moment Chet walked into the radio room, 
his face beaming bright asan aeroplane beacon. “There's 
one thing I didn’t tell you fellows about.” 

“What's that? Did you dig up some more crooks, 
Chet ?” Frank asked with a twinkle. 

“No,” the boy said. “I caught a salmon, a twenty- 
pound beauty. We’re going to have a real feast tonight. 
Fleetfoot will cook it Indian style.” 

Frank and Joe chuckled. “Here’s one time I’m with 
you,” Joe said, pumping the stout boy’s hand. “I’m 
hungry.” 


“Me too!” Frank agreed heartily, 
“Call the fellows together.” Joe grinned. “This’ll be 
one salmon the Alaskan bears won’t get!” 
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